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Northern Mythology. 



Fallor? an et radiot hinc qaoque Phabui habet } 

MILTON. 



PREFACE 



To the Third Edition of Dramatic 
Sk tehees of Northern Mythology. 



jl\ 



MONG the variety of mythological sys- 
tems which have contributed at different 
periods to decorate the poetry of England^ it 
is much to be lamented that we should dis- 
cover only the faintest traces of the splendid 

and 



PREFACE. 



♦ ¥ 



and sublime religion of our Northern An- 
cestors. Mr. Gray is the only one among 
our more celebrated Pbets who has deigned 
to notice the sacred fables of the Goths; he 
has touched them indeed with a masterly, 
thwgh spacing ^ hand ; yet» even the little 
which he has chosen to introduce, has re- 
paid his attention, by adding to some of his 
more popular performances both grandeur 
and novelty. It is certain, however, that 
the most magnificent features of Scandinavian 
superstition have hitherto been chiefly con- 
cealed 'm th« Sagas of Iceland, or; hate ap^ 
peared only in the tragedies of Klopstock 
and a few other pieces^ little known except 
among the Germans and Danesi» to whom 

they 



P R E F AC E. 

* \ 

they owe their existence.* This being the 
case, I am tempted to publish the following 
Sketches, with a view of giving some slight 
idea of the neglected beauties of the Gothic 

religion, and of recommending a freer in- 

<^ • 

troduction of its imagery into the Poetry of 
the English nation. 



* Although l3ie above assertions, which I have per* 
mitted to remain as pointing out the motives for the ori- 
ginal publication of this work, were, I believe, at the 
time they were written,* nearly accurate, yet it wiU 
not be improper to observe that they do not equally ap- 
ply at the present day^ when the knowledge of the Go- 
ttiic Mythology and the use of it in poetical composi* 
tions have been much promoted by the productions of 
several living Authors of great merit. 



•Mwki 



• In 1789. 
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PREFACE. 

It is evident that to pieces of this kind, 
explanatory notes must be absolutely neces- 
ary; and such were consequently intro- 
duced into the earliest edition of this little 
work. Since the period of its . first publica* 
tion I have at various times, as my inclina- 
tion or reading prompted me, added to the 
notes originally inserted; and if, in these 
additions, I should occasionally have wan- 
dered into an investigation of more circum- 
stances and minutiae than may be deemed 
interesting, I have no other apology to offer 
for myself than that common infirmity of 
mind, which so readily permits us to mag- 
nify into importance the trifles of a favourite 
putsuit. 
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Milcet preces et fupplicc cantu 



Novas vires pofcit. 

CLAUDIAN. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



Jl. HE Gods of the Northern nations were not, 

like thofe of the Greeks, imagined to be im-^ 

xportal J they were exempted neither from pain 

nor death, and thofe even who efcaped both 

during a. feries of ages, were at length to be 

deftroyed at '* The Twilight of the Gods :" till 

that time Ihould arrive, they were fuppofed to 

^well in Afgard, and to enjoy, in a fupreme 

degree, thofe luxuries and pleafures which their 

uncivilized worlhippers confidered as the mofl; 

delirable. 

Balder, 



INTRODUCTION. • 

I 

Balder, the Son of Odin, was highly cele- 
brated among the Gods for hi$ exquilite beauty 

and confummate eloquence ; his office, as a 

. ■ ♦ * • 

Deity, was to guid^ the borie of day, called 
Skinfax, in his diurnal courfe, and be is there- 
fore properly tp be confidered as the God of the 
Sun. The death of Balder was cfFefled by the 
artifice of Lok, the moft maliciqus and baaeful 

of the Gothic Deities : Lok, however, dared not 

» 

openly to deftroy him with bis own hand, but 
for this purpofe he prefented a fpear of peculiar 
pow^r to another of the Sons of Odin, Hodcr, 
who, with this enchanted weapon, unintention- 
ally pierced his brother to the heart. As Balder 
fell not in battle, his fliade, in conformity to the 
tenets of the Gothic leHgion, was fuppofed to 
dcfcend to the dwelling of Hela, the Goddefs af 
the infernal realms. Great was the grief in 
Afgard on account of his death, and Frea*, the 



♦ Hcrmod, or Herman, is the perfon iiippofcd to hav« 
defcended in fearch of Balder, but fome licence will be 
granted to poetical compofitipns. 

Goddefs 



INTRODUCTION. 



Goddefs of Beauty, peculiarly affliSed by the 
lofs of her lover, refolved to undertake a journey 
to his gloomy habitation, in hopes of obtaining 
his releafe. This defcent of Frea,. and the foe- 
cefs which attended it, are the fubjefts of the 
following Mafque. 



PERSONS OP THE MASCiXfE. 

Odin» God of War, and l(ing of the other 

Deities. 
Thor, God of the Air. 
SuRTUR, God of Fire. 
NioRD, God of the Sea. 

Balder, God of the Sun^ 
LoK, an evil Daemon. 

\ 

Hertha, Goddefs of Fertility, and wife of 

Odin. 
Fr£a, Goddefs of Beauty. 
HfiLA^ Goddefs of the Infernal Regions. 



THE 



DESCENT OF FREA 



SCENE. — The Infernal Regions. 



BALDER. 



T 



HOU land of horror ! where unyielding froft 
Piles high the mountain-ice, and dims the air 
With'ever-hilfing fleet, where piercing blafts 
Sweep^ on ftorm.laden wing o'er folid feas, 
Muft Balder here for ever moan unheard? 
Or pour his (ighs the fco£F of fhivering ghofts 

Shrill-flirieking 



Thou land of horror /] The kingdom of Hcia or Death, 
is defcribed as being in a flate of continual darknefs, and 
opprefTed with a feveic and perpetual winter. Noxious 
animals inhabited it, together with the ghofts of perjurcrs,- 
afTaiTms, and adulterers, and of all thofe who died not in 

B battle, 






Shrlll-flirieking from their cav?s? Mud Balder's 

foul 
For ever (hudder at the howl of wolves, 
And flirink from fcaly fnakes that round him twine 

battle, or of a violent death.* This idea of the puhiOi- 
ment of the fouls of the guilty by fevere cold, has been 
admitted into certain monkifti legends ;§ and it is very 
remarkable that it fhould alfo be found among the tenets 
of the Effencs,+ 

The kozol of IVolves.^ See Mallet's Northern Antiqui- 
ties. Vol. ii, p. 165. 



• In order to prevent the frequent quotation of the fame 
writers, I would obferve here, that the Notes to which «io au- 
thority is annexed in ibis and the two foUowittg Pieces f will 
generally be found confirmed by one or other of the following 
works, viz. Edda Ssemundar— Edda Refenii — BarthoUnus de 
Cans, contempt, mort. — Schedius de Dis Germanis. — Glaus 
Magnus de Gent. Septentrional — Wormii Monument. Danlc— 
Keyfler Antiquit. Septentrion. — and (Percy's) Mallet's Northern 
AntiQuities. 

5 See Farmer's Note in Reed's Johnfon and Steevens' Shakf- 
peare, {1785) voL ii. p. 88. 

. t Jofephus (fpeaking of the do^rines of this fe6^ with refpe^ 
to the future ftate of wicked fouls), fays,, 

De Bell. Jud. Lib. ii. 

Their 



Their clammy folds and point their quivering 

flings ? 
Bright fcenes of blifs! farewell! — ye glittering 

domes, ' 

For ever echoing with the gladfome noife 
Of revelry and fong harmonious, feats 
Of happy gods, where from the gold-tipt horn 
They qu^flF the fcented peftar of the bee. 
And thrill with rapture, while the drains of mirth 
Ru(h on fonorous wings their hall among — 
No more (hall Balder in your fpacious courts » 

■ 

Catch with tranfported foul the focial joy. 
And mix exulting with celeftial bands- — 
Groves of Valhalla ! haunts of kindred gods ! 
Oft have I wander'd in your flowery paths. 



Ye glitUring domesJ] The hall of Odin ; it was called 
Valhalla, and is thus defcribed in Saemund's £dda, Grim- 
nifmal 9. " Pcrfacile dignofcitur iis qui ad Qdinum vo* 
niunt aedcs adfpedu, hadarum manubriif; contabulatum 
cit laquear, clypeis fuperne conted;a eft domus, loricas 
per fcamna ftratae.** — In this place the gods s^ffembled, 
and amufed themfelves with feaflin^i 4rinKing mead, and ^' 

lidenlng to mufic. 



B % CooPd 



Cool'd by the ftreatn of Mimer, oft I've fought 
Your thickeft (hade, and catch'd with eager car 
The notes which foftly ftole from Braga's harp 
Attun'd to love ; and there the beauteous form 
Of Frea blooming as the orient day 
Would blufliing meet her Balder's fteps retir'd, 
Eufimour'd gaze upon my graceful limbs. 
And drink the honied accents of my lips — 
Then from her melting eyes the glance of love 
Quick (hot — dear fcenes of fleeting joy, farewell ! 
What now avails the form that Frea lov!d? 
What now avail the winning words that cbarm'd 

Cool'd by the fir tarn of Mimer,'] The waters of Mimer 
ran through Afgard, or the habitation of the gods ; they 
infpired the drinker with wifdom, eloquence, and a poeti- 
cal fpirit. 

Bragar^ Braga was the god of mufic and poetry : his 
wife Iduna was celebrated for poflTefling " the apples of 
youth," which the deities ta fled when advancing to old 
age, and which inftantly reftored them to vigour and 
bloom. ' ■ 

Frea.'] Frea, or Freya, the goddefs of beauty, was the 
daughter of Niord, god of the fea. 

Encircling 



Encircling gods ? — amid the giant-brood. 
Amid the yelling ghofts of murderers 
Forlorn I dwell — no filver-founding voice 
Melodious warbles to my forrowing foul. 
The Xooty raven fails around my head. 
And harflily chants her hoarfeft defcant here ; 
Ah wretch ! no more the chearful light of heaven 
Shall meet thy wandering eyes, for here no rajr 
Of .morning plays with fpfteft luftre round. 
Nor here ambrofial eve with fragant hand 
Scatters her fweets — 

Thou flaming Heed of day ! whofe golden mane 
Waves in the air and pours the flood of light; 
Oft have rfprung upon thy glofly back 
To trace the radiant path, then mounted high 
The blue expanfe of heaven, and girt with beams 

The giant-brood,!^ The giants of Froft were inhabitants 
of this dreary kingdom : Rimer was their chief. 

Steed of day,~^ Xhc name of this horfe was Skin-fax, or 
Shining-locks. 

Girt with beams,'] Balder wore a belt in his courfe 
round the earth, which communicated to it light and 
heat. 

Of 



Of dazzfing glory wing'd my courfe rejoicing — 
Alas! how chang'd! in midnight gloom enwrapt 
The lord of fplendour groans in Hela's halls, 
Hurl'd,hurl*d for ever from the blazing Iky — 
And hurl'd by whom ? — a much-lov'd brother's 

hand 
Blafted my blifs, and dafli'd me from the height 
Of joy to mifery — amid my pangs 
A figh (hall rife for him — what poifon'd darts 
Of anguiQi rankle in his guiklefs foul. 
While flowly wandering from the thronged courts 
He feeks the lonely vale, and loudly weeps 
His hateful bloody deed.- — Ye cruel maids. 
When firft ye 'gan to weave my woof of fate, 
ye dy'd it with the rofeate hues of fpring — - 



Ye cruel maids,2 The Fatal Sifters, or Nornies; they 
were three in number, Urd, who prefided over the paft, 
Verandi, over the prefent, and Schulda, over the future. 
They were fuppofed to weave for every human being a 
woof on which his fate depended.-^An account of the 
temples of the Fatal Sifters, and of the mode of confult- 
ing them, may be found in Olaus Magnus, De Gent. 
Septentrion. Lib, 3, cap. 10. 

At 



At length the raven croak'd — with joy ye fnatch*d 
The cords of woe, and dipp'd the unfinifh'd web 
Deep in the pitchy water of defpair. — 
O thou ! who fitt'ft upon thy ftiining throne 
Array'd in fplcndour! Odin, Odin! hear 
The.forrows of a fon, and turn thine eye, 
Moid with paternal grief, from fcenes of glory, 
Pierce through the thickeft horrors which fur- 

round me. 
Extend thy daring arm and drag thy child 
From caves of darknefs to thy beamy hall^— 
Father, I a(k in vain — it is not thine 
To break the harfti decrees of Fate unchanging. 
But Balder, wretched Balder here muft mourn 
For endlefs years — What flickering ray of light 
Shoots from on high? What wafted perfume fccnts 
The duflcy air? Some pitying god defcends 
To vifit thefe fad fcenes — *Tis Ihe ! 'tis fhe !— 



FREA. (Entering.) 
Where is the lovely god that Hoder tore 
From Frea's fond embrace ? — Again I'm near him. 



Again 



8 



Again my tear-worn eyes behold my Balder^ 

Yes, fon of Odin, from the ftarry realm 

Above, I come to fcek thy black abode. 

The mourning gods ftalk filent in their groves — 

Without thee heaven itfelf is mifery — 

The fiery horfe of Odin bore me hither. 

Nine days his rapid feet unceafing fcour*d 

A meafurelefs extent of valties dark ; 

At length the foaming tide of Giall ftopp'd him. 

High o'er its waves a lofty bridge arofe 

On golden pedeftals a fteel-clad warrior 

For ever guards its entrance. — Who art thou. 

He cried aloud, thus haftening to the halls 

Of gloomy death ? No livid palenefs ftains 



Thtfitry horft of OdinJ\ The name of Odin's horfe was 
Sleipner ; he was fappofed to have had eight feet, and 
was celebrated for his wonderful fwiftnefs. 

9 

Nine days.~\ The particulars of this defccnt arc chiefly 
taken from Mallet's Northern Antiquities. Vol. II. 

» 

Tide of Giall,'] Giall was the name of the river which 
feparated the earth from the infernal regions. 

The 



9 



The rofes of thy cheeks, no deadly dimnefs 
Damps the keen luftre of thofe eyes that flafli 
With living fire, thou art no child of Hela-^ 
Away, I anfwered, Uis a goddefs haftes 
To Hela*s halls — I lafh'd my fnorting fteed — 
With thundering hoof he fpurn'd the rocking 

pile. 
Nor ftopp'd till Hela's iron gates forbade 
His eager ileps ; then, like a flaming ftar. 
He ihot aloft in air and bore me fwift 
Above the towering walls. — I tremble ftill. 

BALDER. 

Ah ! fear not Frea — 



FREA. 
Had this arm the power 
To force thee. upward from the cave of death. 
Then would eternal joy reward my toil — 
But Hela's iron chains no hand can break 
Againft her pleafure, and her haughty foul 
Joys in the anguifli of the tortur'd ghoft. 

C BALDER, 
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BALDER. 
And can that winning form entreat in vain ? 
Can Hela hear unmov'd thy fuppliant voice ? 
No, Frea, no, upon thy rofy lips 
Perruafion fits refiftlefs — hade, accoft her* 

FREA. 
Come from thy murky cells. 
Where midnight darknefs dwells> 

Thou dreadful maid ; 
Come from thy chilly halls.— 
The weeping Frea calls. 

And feeks thy faving aid. 

HELA. (From within.) 
Hence, hence, away; 

No foothing charms 

From Hela's arms 
Shall fnatch her prey. 



FREA. 
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FREA. 

t 

By AUfather's facred head^ 
Which bowing ihakes the lofty fky^ 

And regions of the dead ; 

By the holy A(h which rears 
Its waving honours high^ 

I charge thee, awful pow'r^ 

To quit thy gloomy bow*r 
And yield to Frea's tears* 

HE LA, (Entering.) 
Hence to the fields of air— - 

Hence, goddefs, quick depart. 
Nor think the lover's prayer 

Will bend my iron heart. 



AUfather's fatrtd head.'] AUfadcr, or Father of ally was 
one of the titles of Odin* 

The holy ajh which rears. ^ The (acred afh of an im- 
menfe (ize which grew in the city .of the gods was called 
Hydradl ; feated under its fhade, Odin adminiftered juf* 
tice;«^oiie of its roots pierced to the dwelling of the 
Fates* 

C 2 FREA. 
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FREA. 

Deep in thy mifty caves my Balder lies ; 
Alas ! how withered by the touch of wo^ ! . 

Dim is the luftre of his fading tyts, 
And fullen fadncfs marks his manly brow. 

Quick through his frame divine chill langours 
fihoot^ 
The boafted rofes of his cheeks are pale. 

The foothing tongue of eloquence is mute, 
O let his tears, his frequent fighs avail. 

Come, gentle Pity, come unwonted gueft. 
And fpeed thy hafty flight to Hela's cave. 

Then fmiling hover o'er her melting breaft. 
And teach her yielding heart to feel and fave. 

And can*ft thou, Hela, fee with ruthlefs look 
The faireft form that wails along thy fhore ?— 

Tear the black leaf from Fate's unerring book. 
The grief-worn Balder to my arms reftore. 

Together 



IS 



Together let u& climb the burning arch. 
Which darts aloft its many-colour* d light. 

Together let us fpeed the rapid march. 
And quit, for ever quit, the land of night. 

Yield, Hela, yield ; Valhalla*s mournful courts 
No longer echo with the jocund found. 

The joylefs gods difdain their wonted fporCs 
And forrow cs^Ils her darkeft fliadows round. 

Since Balder funk untimely to the tomb^^ 
Dim ?ire the lingering beams of rifing day. 

The pale moon fteeps her filver orb in gloom 
And iickly nature doffs her bright array— ^ . 

Frea, no more. 
When all the gods of nature lave 
With briny tears thy Balder's grave. 

Then Balder I reftore ; * 

The burning arck,"] The Rainbow ; called by the Goths 
Bifroft, and fuppofed to burn. It was accounted the 
bridge from earth to heavent 

Yes, 



u 

Yes, by AUfathcr's facred head» 
If all ihe gods of nature lave 
With briny tears thy Balder's grave. 

Again the courts of heaven fball echo to his 
tread. 
Hence, away, 

FREA. 
Enough, enough, I mount with fpeed. 
And lafh my winged fieed 
To realms of day« 



END OF ACT I. 
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Ztt II. 



SCENE.— ValMla, 



The Gods assembled in Odin's Hall. 



ODIN. 



w 



ELCOME, fair Queen of Love, to Odin's 
hall. 
Say, haft thou mov'd the ftubborn foul of Hela, 
By foft perfuafion and refiftlefs (ighs. 
To yield the much-lov'd Balder back to light ? 

FREA. 
Great king of gods and men, the only boon 
That Hela granted to my forrowing foul 
Was this ; when all the gods of nature weep 
The briny tear on haplcfs Balder's grave. 

Then 
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l^heh from the dreary clime of ghofts he comes 
To grace Valhalla's halls j but golden hope 
Has not yet fled the woe-worn Frea's bofom; 
Still may the words of grief entice the tear x 
f^rom pitying gods, and fnatch froih Hela's arms 
Her fplendid prey. — 

(Continues addrejing Odin.) 

Chief of warriors, king of might, 

Clinging to thy fable fteed. 
And dafhing thro* the fight. 

Thou fmiPft when thoufands bleed : 

Coucher 



Chief of . warriors. '\ Odin was the chief of the Gothic 
deities, and the god of war ; he adminiftercd juftice in 
heaven, and was acquainted with futurity by means of a 
raven which was fent to him by Schulda, one of the 
Fates. His commands were ufually executed by the feven 
Valkyries* who attended upon his table, atnd felefted thofe 

in 



* Thefe inferior GoddefTes or Daemons were alfo denominated 
Dyfer^ (Runic) or Dyfce, hence our word Deufe for Devil. 

See a paiTage quoted in Parkhurft^s Hebrew 
Lexicon, (3d Edit.) p. 164^ 
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Coucher of the ponderous fpear. 

Thou Ihout'ft atnid the battle's ftound — 
The armed Sifters hear^ 

Viewlefs hurrying o'er the ground 

They 

in battle who were doomed to die. He often conde- 
fcended, it was thought, to intermix in the conflid: him- 
felf, to inflame the fury of the warriors, and to ilrike 
thofc who were to perifh,+ 

Of the hiftory of Woden or Odin, the reputed founder 
of the Gothic Mythology, nothing is known on which 
we can place any firm reliance. Some writers are dif- 
pofed to make a di(lin£tion between Woden, the God of 
War, and Odin, the Chief of the Afae, and to fix the 
apotheofis of the former at a much earlier period than 
that in which the latter fiourifhed ; and it fhould feem 
that this diflinflion mufl be necefTarily admitted, if we 
adopt the opinion entertained by Sir William Jones, that 
Woden is no other than the Buddh of India, or the Fo 
of the Chinefe.;]; An attempt again has been made to 
prove, from a refemblance between the cofmogony of the 

' £dda 

f Mallet^s Northern AntiquitieF, and VerHegan's Decayed 
Intelligence. 

I Afiatic Refearches, Vol. i. (4to.} p. 425. It is much to be 
reg*retted that Sir Wm. Jones has not entered at large into the 
proofs of this opiniQn j with the higheft refpe£l for thi authority 

D of 
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They ftrike the <kftm*d x^kb and call diem 

to the (kks, 
Lo ! from Schulda's mifty towers 
On jetty wing the raven flies 
And bears the deeds of future hours ; 

To 

Edda and that of MelifTus of Samos, § that Odhi had vi* 
Rted Samos, and thence derived his doSrines : this cele- 
brated charafter however feems to be more generally al- 
lowed to have been the Chief of the Afae, (the inhabitants 
of a territory bordering on the Ma^otis) and to have fled 
with his followers into— Swccdcn at the time inwhicb 
Mithridates yielded to the arms of Pompey ;|| but of the 

of this moft accomplifhed man« I may be permitted to obferTe« 
that upon a very careful comparifon of the do6brines of Buddh 
and of Odin, I have been ftruck by fuch various and remarkable 
differences in them, that I cannot readily give my aflbnt to the 
affertion that thefe fyftems are the produ6tion of the fame perfon i 
it appears to me however very probable, that Odin may have re 
ceivedydffif of his tenets from the followers of Buddh $ as* 
befides other fligbter refemblances winch may be traced be* 
tween the Gothic aifd andeftt Hindu Mythologies, we find in the 

latter an account of a place of future ^nifkxQtntixtremei^ coUU 
zfetcred tree of an immenfe fize, (the Hydrafil of the Goths) and 
a clafs of Spirits denominated Loka^ from which the idea and 
name of the Gothic Lok may poilibly have been borrowed. 

§ See the opinions of this Philofppher in Diogenes Laertius* 

y Richardibn's Differtatim on tfae^aftcm NMaoas, p« 1 1 7> (<vo*) 

truth 
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To thee he haftes*— ift folemn ftate 
Thou read' ft the dread commands of &td 

To liftening deities ; 
Say^ is it doom'd no parents tear 
Shall wet thy fialder^s fat>Ie bier ?" 
Wilt thou not weep thy child forlorn. 
Thy blooming child by Hela torn 
From hails of blifs 
To caves of dark defpair ? 
Yes^ Odi0» y^ 
I mark the gufhing drops which flain 

A father's cbeek« 
Thofe gufbtng drops thy anguilb fpeak^ 
Balder flxall live agiain 
And deare the realms of air. 



frath of this epimea Mo (wKitfir rctts chkjfy upon tlie 
awthorities of Snorro^ an- anctent Norveg^an Hi-ftorxan^ 
and his commenHator Tdrf^eua) Mallet exprelTas a great 
4iflnift ; visit fisme wrrtory go ftr far as* to deny thre exift* 
«nee of Odut altogether, except as a my^ologfcal perfea« 

In whatfoever obfcurity however the hiflory of tho 
Father of the Gothic Mythology may be enveloped, the 
moft convincing evidence has been adduced to prove that 
the Guhs were originally a ScjtMan tribCf 

D a ODIN; 
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ODIN. 
Odin drops the tear^ 
To wet thy Balder's bier. 

FREA. (AddreJJing Hcrtha.) 
Queen of the fertile earthy 
Whofe all creative-*hand 

Firft gave the fons of man their birth ; 

Queen of the fertile earth.^ Hertha was the wife of Odin, 
and the goddefs of fertility. The fpllowing account of 
her feflival is given us hy Tacitus in his admirable treatife, 
dc Moribus Germanise:— •<< Herthum, id eft Terram Ma- 
trem colunt, eamque intervenire rebus hominumi invehi 
populis arbitrantur : eft in infula oceani caftum nemus, 
dicatumque in eo vehiculum vefte conte£bum : attingere 
uni facerdoti concelTum : is adefle penetrali deam intel- 
ligit, ve&amque J)ubus feminis multa cum yenerationo 
profequitur: laeti tunc dies ; fefta loca, quaecumque ad- 
yentu hofpitioque dignatur ; non bella ineunt ; non arma 
fumunt ; claufum omne ferrum ; pax et qui^s tunc tan« 
t^m nota, tunc tantum amata; .donee idem facerdos 
iatiatam converfatione mortalium defim templo reddat; 
Ji^ox vehiculum et vcftcs, ct (i credere velis, numen ipfum 
fecreto lacu abluitur. Servi miniftrant ; quos ftatim idem 
lacus haurit ; arcanus hinc terror fan£laque ignorantia^ 
quid fit illud quod tantum perituri vident." 

De Moribus Cermaa. ^q. 

And 



21 



And fcatter'd o'er the deferfc land 

The painted flower^ the budding tree. 
The billowy crops of yellow grain. 
Peopled every teeming plain. 
And fiU'd with life the reftlefs fea ; 
Whenever thy ftately form appears 
Oh mortal (hore. 
No war nor battle's din. 
Is heard thy realms within; 
Ko more the armed foldier rears 
The tined lance. 

And fpurs the deed no more**^ 
Before thy veiled car the rofy Pleafures dance. 
Balmy odours round thee play 
Richer verdure dyes thy way. 
Double glory gilds the day. 
Say, Hertha, wilt thou drop the tear^ 
On youthful Balder's fable bier ? 

HERTHA^ 

Hertha drops the tear, 

* 

To wet tby Balder's bier. 

FREA. 



> 
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FREA. (Adireffing Th&r.) 

God of the wandering air, 

Whofe forked fladies tear 
The pine higb-towerrng on the mountain-fide ; 
Who joy'ft o*er Ihaking rocks to guide 

The thunder*a fierjr eouirfe; 
Who bfdft thy dark clouds pour 
'' The vaft and whelming fiiower 

And fwell the torrent's force. 
God of dorms, when lerelKng baiF, 
When hollow-roaring whirlwinds farF, 

Sweeping o*er the valley's pntfe. 

Rolling high the weltering tide. 
Thou fpeak*tt— thy potent voice difarms 
The tempell*s rage: — thy genial' calms. 

Thy fultry gales, and foftcrmg dew 

Cfoath the wafted earth anew. 

God of the fron-mace. 

Which tames the giant-race, 

God of the wandering air. ] Thor,. the gpd of v^eather; 
—with a mace he ruled the giants of froft^ and with his 
iron gauntlet he Jiurlsd the thuadier. 

Say. 
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Say, wilt tboo drop die pitying teir 
On youthfal Baldex's fa4)le bier f 

THOR. 
Thor Ihall drop the pitying tear^ 
And wet thy fialder's fable bier.^ 

FREA. (Addrejing Surtur.) 

King of refifllefs fire^ 
Who bidft the nightly meteors ride 
Along the fnow-wrapt Hecla's fide*-" 
Who wieldft aloft with mighty hand 
The burning, ftarry-pointed l>rand. 

And dazzled hods retire ; 
Where'er thy furious courfe is fped. 
Nature bows her withered head : 

Thy fatal car outftrips the wind. 
Thy courfers* fcorching noftrfls breathe 
A wide confuming fleam beneath-— 

Deflru6lion flies behind ; 

King of refJtUfs firt. ^J Surtur was the chief of iIk *fjpi- 
rits of fire ; his dwelling was called Mu/peUuim: he pof- 
feiTed a fword t>f flame, at the end xit which* Was a fun» 

She 
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She rears her red right hand 
And with her flaming befom (weeps the bUiled 
land.-— 
Say, Surtur^ wilt thou drop the tear 
On youthful Balder's fable bier ? 

m 

SURTUR. 
Surtur drops the tear. 
To wet thy Balder's bier. 

FREA* (Addrejing Niord.) 
Lord of the boundlels deep, 
Whofe murmuring waters gently fwell 

And kifs the craggy ileep ; 
When thunders burft around. 
And tempells yell^ 
Thy heaving plain repeats (h* appalling foiuid. 
Thy frothy furges rife 
And la(h the darkened (kies. 
Thy rapid eddies wheel with fleeter motion $ 
Then by the lightning's livid glare. 
Thou ftalk'ft ferene thro* murky air. 
Which flirouds the raging ocean ; 

But 
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But foon tlie fmoulderiiig thunders ceafe^ 
SoQti t)iie winged tempells flee» 
Thor in breezes whifp^rs peaccj 
Sun-beams gild the finking (ea.-*- 
0*er its white brim 9a calming wing 

The hei^re playM — 
And ftillnefs hover'd on the gales of (pring-— 
When Braga touth'd the quiveriiag firings 
And flowly ftray'd 

To Niord's Ihore; 
On its (hining furface (lood 
. The father of the flood. 
He bade tfae bard x:eleflial pour 
His fofteft notes*^ 
The melting muiac floats 
Upon itie chained wave- 
Gome from thy dewy cave. 
My father crks, 
Arife, arife. 
Let the azure waters lave 

The kcitre.2 A bird of calift ; thp JiaUyon of th$ North. 

E Thy 
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Thy fnowy limbs and golden hair- 
He fpake, and Ffea rofe to realms of air.— 
Then Niord clafp'd me to his bread: 
And all the parent's pride confefl: ; 
Now will tny father's heart difdain 
To eafe his daughter's piercing pain ? 
Or wilt thou drop the pitying tear. 
On youthful Balder's fable bier ? 

NIORD. 

Niord drops the tear. 
To wet thy Balder's bier. 

FREA. (Addrejfmg LoL) 
Gjod of the nether world, 
Whofe deadly arrow hurPd 
The youthful Balder to the caves of nighty ' 
O, let not Shulda write 
His everlafting doom j 
O let not Balder 's tomb 
For ever ftand. 
But fnatch with pitying hand 
From Hela's curs'd abode 
The fallen god ; 

Revive, 
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Revive, revive his withered charms. 
And give him back to Frea's arms. 
Drop, O Lok, the pitying tear 
On youthful Balder's fable bier. 

LOK. 

Aw3Ly, away, 
Lok ne'er will weep— 
Let Hela keep 

Her fplendid prey. 

FREA. 
By the raven's fong of death. 
By the night-mair's baneful breath. 
By the glutted vulture's fcream. 
By the tomb-fire's lurid gleam. 

By the night-mair^s,'] This word, generally, tho' im- 
properly fpelt mare^ is the plural of (the Saxon) mat, a 
maid : — the Fates were fo called. 

The tomb -fire* s lurid gUam.^ A faint flame, always vifible 
in the night, was believed by the Goths to hover over 
the tombs of thofe with whom enchanted weapons, or 
treafures^ had been buried. 

' Five f>ieccs of Runic Poetry. 

E2 By 
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By the mighty ferpent's Uood^ 
By the roar of Giall's floods 
By the war-hounds' fatal yell^ 
By all the horrors of thy hel)^ 
I charge thee weep the briny tear 
On youthful Balder's fable bier. 

LOK. 

No — tho' Valhalla's towering wall 
Around thefe finewy limbs fliould fall, 
Tho' Skinfax plunge his flaming head 
Amid the caverns of the dead, 
Tho* Surtur aim his fiery dart 
And heap his flames around my heart. 

The mighty Jerpent's, 2 Midgard,— Sec the death-fong 
in Moina. 

Giall.^ See above* 

The war-hounds.^ Garm, the dog of Hela, was the 
moft noted of thcfe dogs : he was fed with the corfes of 
the flain, and guarded the fouls of the cowardly in the 
infernal regions. 

Skinfax."] See above* 

Tho' 
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Tho' Niord's foaming main Ihould roar^ 
And da(h me lifelefs on the fliore ; 
Tho* Thor (hould hurl his iron mace 
And ftain with gore this hated face ; 
Tho' Odin's felf in wrath ihould reai: 
Hijs golden fpear 
And (hining fhield^ 
This (lubborn heart fliall never yields 
Hela (hall hold her fplendid prey 
While countlefs ages roll away« 



THE END. 



MOINA 



TRAGEDY. 



"x-O^O^^-vo^O^ 



OkC®- II y\jy ^% rif y *lf/tAep^ 

SOPHOCLES. 



<V0-w0'W^^»0%O-*» 



INTRODUCTION. 



X HE dory of the following Tragedy is fic« 
titious ; the event may» without impropriety, be 
fupppfed to have happened on the coaft of 
Ireland, which the Northern Nations were ac- 
cuftomed to plunder before its converfion to 
Chriftianity. The Greek form of dramatic 
writing has been adopte^, as affording in its 
chorus the moft favourable .opportunity f^r the 
difplay of mythological imagery* Rhyme has 
not been ufed in the Odes, both becaufe tt was 
lefs conformable to the model imitated, and be- 
caufe it appeared unneceffary^ if not prejudicial 
in this fpecies of poetry. 



PERSONS OF THE PL A F. 



MOIKA^ 

Celts. 
Carril, 

Chorus of Bards. 

Meflengers. 



SCENE.-^A Castle in the possession of Harold. 





i 



N'Ao 



•''^^'^^©^k^J^-^ 



F 



MOINA. 

ULL fifty nights have call their gloom 
around me 



Since firft the hated Saxon tore me trembling 
From parents, kindred, and a much lov*d land- 
Yet lofs of parents, kindred, and my country 
Scarce move a foul oppreft with keener grief; 
In the loud (Irife of arras, in fields of blood. 
My Carril fiercely fighting for his Moina 
Fell — ^fell by Harold's arm, and fmiling hope 
For ever fled my bread — here, here he lives. 

Nights,'] The Goths reckoned certai/i fhort periods 
of time by nigfUfj hence our expref&ons fort 'night, 
fe'nnight. 



Fa 



And 
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And while my eyes behold this hated light 
He ftill (hall live, and ftiil with fallen pleafure 
1*11 dwell on other times, when all was hope^ 
When all was love and joy — accurfed beauty ! 
Would that the god of Fura's facred wood 
Had withered this fair form — the Saxon then 
Had fecn and hated me. — Wife ? — Harold's 

wife ? — 
Yes — 'tis a murderer's arm enibraces me^ 
A murderer calls me his, the murderer 

Of Carril !— Would this handr^ 

But hark! the found of fong, the daily greeting 
Of aged bards. — 

MOINA. 

Fura*s facred zoood.'^ See a fubfequent note concerning 
the Celtic worfhip of gods of woods* 

£ar4s.'^ The b^rds^* o^* a^s they ought rather ^o be dc- 

nominated 

~- ,. ■ ' , ■■ 

* Although the word bard (as appears from £van*s Specimens 
of Welch Poetry, and from Owen'sWelch and Englifh Dictionary) 
IS nndoubtedly Celtic, yet I have the lefs hefitated to fubftitute 
this term to the unfamiliar one Scald, b^caufe the Romans and 
Greeks, having adopted it into their refpedtive languages, uf(p it 
indifcriminately to exprefs either a Celtic or a Gothic minftrel i 
thus Tacitus (de. morib.German.^L) calls the German or Gothic 

war-fong 
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MOINA, CHORUS. 

CHORUS. 
JIail to her whom Frea loves, 
Moina^ hail : 

When firft thy infant eyes beheld 
The blufhing beam of orient day 

Frea 

nominated the Scalds ^\ were poet$ and n^udclans, who 
conllantly attended the Gothic chieftain both in war and 
peace ; their art was held in the highefl eflimation ; their 
perfons were deemed facred ; and they were every where 
'* loaded with carefTes, honours, and rewards, j; The poems 

of 

war-ibng Barditum ; while Athenaeus and Diodorus Siculus on 
the other hand denominate the Celtic poet jSfl&p/of . Even the 
old monki(h writers in Britain (as Geoffery of Monmouth, and 
William of Malmelbury) confound the above mentioned clafles of 
men under a common title ; a circumftance fomewhat extraor- 
dinary. 

t This word denotes a fmoother or poliflier of language.— 
** Scalld a depilando di£^i videntur quod rudem orationem tan- 
quam evuliis pilis perpoliunt." — Torfaei Praefat. ad Oread. Hift, 

See too Bartholinus de caus. contempt, mortis. 

X Olaus Wormius Lit. Danic, p. 195, ed. 4th. — Percy's Pre* 
face to hisReliques of Ancient Englifh Poetry. — The munificence 
ihewn to the minftrels, or fucceiTors of the Sqalds and Bards, ap- 
pears from the learned author above mentioned to have been un- 

diminilhed, or rather perhaps to have arrived at its higheft pitch, 

» • 

in 
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Frea from Valhalla's groves 
Mark'd thy birth in filent joy ; 
From Valhalla's groves Ibe fent 

of thcfc men were called Vyfts ; they were chiefly of a 
warlike cafl:, and it is aHerted that not lefs^than an hun* 
dred and thirty-fix different kinds of meafurc had been 
introduced into them ;^ alliUration was much ufed and 
cfteemed by the Scalds ; rhyme they attended to lefs, yet 
feme fpecimens of their rhymed poetry have been col- 
lefted, which are executed with great accuracy. |{ 

The verfes of the .Scalds were ufually fung to the harp 
or Cithara.lE 

in the middle ages. Rigordus (de Geftis Philippi Aug. an. 1 185) 
obferyes, ** Cum in curiis regum feu aliorum principum frequens 
tarba Hiilrionum convenire foleat, ut ab eis aurum, argentum, 
equoj, vefles extorqueant» &c.*' from Froiffart wc learn, that 
the Earl of Foix gave to the Duke of Touraine^s minftrels, gowns 
of (hib of goldt furred with ermine, valued at two hundred 
Fra^iks.— Fauchet alfo bears teftimony to the great liberality 
ihewn to the minftrels on the continent.^^jmilar rewards wefe 
laviihed upon them in our own country at about the fame period, 
for Johannes Salishurienfis (in the time of Henry II.) declaims 
againlt thefe pra£^ices no lefs than the foreign monks. 

§ Blair's Critical DiiTertation on the Poems of Offian. 

H Five pieces of "Runic Poetry, 

ff This cuftom long prevailed in England.— See Bede's Hift. 

Eccles. Angl. Lib. 4, c. 24.. It is remarkable enough (as is 

noticed by Percy) that the word cantare in the paiTage of Bede, 
referred to above, fhould have been trahflated by King Alfred 
«« fing to the harpy ^ as if his countrymen had no idea of finging 
unaccompanied by that inftrument. 

The 
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The fwift-wing*d meffenger of love. 

Bearing in her rofy hand 

The gold-tipt horn of gods ; 

From this thy h'ps imbib'd 

The draught of mead divine. 

Thro* thy tendet frame diftilling 

It form*d thy fnowy limbs to grace. 

It glofs'd thy ravefi hair, 

Illum'd thy fparkling eyes^ 

And flufh'd thy theek with crimfon hues 

Unfading. 

Hail to her whomFrca loves, 

Moina, haiL 

MOINA. 

Ye venerable men, my grief-worh foul 

Mejffcnger of love.'\ Gna is the name of Frea's meflen* 
ger ; Fuila and Nofia Were the two other Graces who at- 
tended the Venus of the North. 

Mead divine*'] The beverage of the Northern deities. 

Scarce 
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Scarce heeds ypur faliitation : child of forrow 
The foothing voice of flattery pafles by me. 
Like feeble gales which fan a warring hoft, 
Unnotic'd. — Is your chief return'd ? 

CHORUS. 

As yet 
No meflenger of viftory has reached us. 

MOINA. 

To flay, to conquer^ thefe are , Harold's plea- 

fures^ 
To ftain his dark blue fteel with human gore ; 
Cannot the glad repaft, the fong of bards. 
The vigor-giving chace, the folemn council. 
Withdraw the favage hero from the battle ? 
No — thefe are vain. — To flied the blood of 

thoufand^j 
To ftrew the reeking plain with fons and 

brothers. 
To cleave the father's and the lover's breaft, 
Thefe are the only joys a Saxon feels. — 

God 
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God of my fathers, ftrike the fell deftroyers, 
Blunt, blunt their fteel, benumb theyr hard/ 

' iinews. 
Pour out their tide of life, that peace again 
May blefs my country. 

CHORUS. 

£'en the gods themfelves^ 
Who dwell above in happinefs and glory, 
Del^ht in (hining arms and fierce encounter; 
From fair Valhalla's courts they rufh with joy 
To meet each other with their brandifli*d blades^ 
And mix in fportive fight ; when battle tire8» 
Again they feek the feaft, and quaff again 
From gold-encircled horn the amber mead* 
Such is their happy life ; and can'ft thou wonder 
Th^t man fhould imitate the gods ? that man 



E*en the gods themselves, £9c.] £4da S«miu&dar. Va& 
thrudnifxnal xii* 

Sfaonld 
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Should laugh at fear, and boldly die to claim 

w 

A feat of joy ? 

MOINA. 

So may Valhalla's halls 
, Be quickly fiUM with fouls of fallen Saxons ! — 
Thou unfeen power, who in my country's woods 
In awful filence dwell'd, whom trembling Druids 
With hallow'd rites invokci^ arife, arife, 

Aftti^ of joy.'] To mix with the warlike deities of the 
North) to enjoy the feJiivity of Valhalla, and to cjuafF ale. 
and mead from the fcuUs of their enemies, were the re- 
^vards which the Scalds promifed to the brave in a future 
ftatc* 

t 

Thou unseen power, £lc.] The religious rites of the Celts 
were ufually performed ii^ the receffcs of depp woods ; 
the deity of the place was often the objcfl: of their 
adoration^ and having- no image of him, they feem to 
have confidered him as reprefented by the facred grove 
itfelf in which he was- worfhipped. 

■ nemora alta remotis 

Incolitis lucis— 

r 

Ipfo fitus^ putrique fecit jam robore pallor 
^ Attonitos.— 



■» pavet ipfc facerdos 
Acccffus, dominumquc timet dcprcnderc luci. 

Lucan, PharfaU Lib. i et Lib. 3. 

And 
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And wing the well-aim'd dart to Harold's 

« 

bofom — 

CHORUS. 

t 

Beware, nor call the vengeance of thy gods 
Upon a hufband's head; (hould Harold fall 
With pain I fee what follows :-— 

■ 

moina. 

% 

what can follow ? 
What keener woes than thofe I know already ? 
A breathlefs lover and an aged parent 
In forrow finking to the narrow houfe ? 
The bread of Moina fears no greater anguilh. 

CHORUS. 

No more — our words diftrefs thee. 



MOINA. 

Fare ye well, 

Ga CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
King of gods on fhining thron^» 
Thou^ who with a fingle glance 
Pierceft Natare*s wide extent^ 
Thouj who from the fpring of Mimer 
QuaflPeft liquid lore divincj 
Odin^ hear* 

King of gods^ whom Hydrafil 
With facred (hadow veils^ 
Whilft around thee fit cccleftials^ 
Whilft beneath thee Fates attend^ 
Odin^ hear. 

King of men« who dealeft triumph 
firave in battle^ brave in deaths 



Onjhining throne.'] Lidjkialja was the name of Odin'a 
throne, whence the whgle world was fuppofed to be vi« 
fible to him. 



Hydrafil.'] Sec above, p, 21. 



Ga(h*d 
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Gafli'd with gory wounds. 

In agony thou fmirft ; 

Ktng of men^ whofe dark blue fled 

No foe unconquer'd faw. 

Soon his heart's blood fmok'd around. 

Soon his daunted fpirit fled, 

Odin, hear- 

In Harold's breaft thy Valour pour, 
String his nerves, his looks inflame, 
Direfl his brawny arm to fling 
The darts of death around. 
In the temped of the battle 
Throw thy fliield of fafety o*cr him, 
Prote6): him with thy mighty hand. 
And fend him back with vi6lory« 



Gajk*d with gory tuounds.'] Odin, whilft he was yet on 
e»rth, is recorded to have ftabbed himfelf at an advanced 
period of age in nine different places. The Gothic na- 
tions eileemed it difhonourable not to die a violent death. 



But 
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But fhould the Fatal Sifters mark 

Our chieftain's foul to grace thy halb^ 

Should the keen arrow pierce his fide 

And Harold perifh in the fight. 

When death Ihall numb his finewy ]imbs» 

When his bent kqees fhall tottering fail» 

When (hades of night (hali gloom his eyes 

And finking nature yield. 

Then may no groan of woe efcape 

Our hardy chieftain^s fainting lips, 

V 

Then m^y no writhing pang diftoit 

The dying hero's face ; 

Joyful to fall in fields of blood 

To him may death's cold (leel be welcome. 

And may he laughing die. 



CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

C.ARRIL, in the habit of a Bard. 

CARRIL. Afidc, 

Under the cover of thefe facred garments, 
A fure proteftion from the hand of infult, 
I yet may hope to find my much-lov'd.Moina ; 
Since firft my wounded limbs would bear me on 
I've vainly wander*d ; many a ftately caftle 
Has hofpitably cheer'd my fainting body. 
But on my mind forlorn no gleam of joy 
Hath yet arifen — ^perhaps within thefe walls— 
Ah no — my tortures muft not finifli yet — 
Would that the pious hands which found me 

bleeding 
•Midll heaps of flain, had left me there to perifh. 
Then had the long calm fleep of death oppreft 

me. 
Nor had I wak'd to anguiih— > 

CARRIL. 
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CARRIL, turning to the Chorus. 

Aged Bards 
Have pity on tne^ take me to your halls. 
Weary and faint I aflc fome flight relief. 
Shut not your doors againft a haplefs man.—* 

CHORUS* 
Accurfl be he who 'gainft the fuppliant (Iranger 
Shall bolt his mafTy iron gates, unmindful 
Of mifery's voice* — Thefe halls have ever offered 
Food and repofe to way-worn travellers. 

CARRIL. 
I thank ye venerable men — but fay, 
What warlike chieftain calls this caftle his ? 

Your hofpitabU halls.'\ An unbounded hofpitality w» 
one of the moil prominent and amiable features in the 
charaftcr of our Northern anceftors. *^ Quemcunque 
mortalium arccre tcfto ncfas habetur ; pro fortuna quifquc 
apparatis epulus excipit. Cum defecere, qui modo hofpes 
fuerat, mondratot hofpitii et comes, proximam domun 
lion invitati adeunt ; nee intereft, pari humanitate acci- 
piuntur* Notum ignotumque, quantum ad jus hofpitii, 
nemo difccrnit%** Tacitus de Mor, German. 21. 

CHORUS. 



4& 

CHORUS. 
*Tii Harold's caftle, urg'd by reftlefs valour . 
He quits his home aa4 Ceeks the clafli of arms. 

« 

CARRIL. . 
And his fair wife laments her abfent lord ? 



CHORUS. 
His fair wife Wj^ps^ but not for bis return; 
Anoth<^r caufe of woe has fhrunk her forro,- 
She weeps her home. 

CARRIL. 

Her name ? 



CHORUS. 

Her aatae i& Moina. 
Why does the red-blood haftea from thy check. 
The cold dew danp thy face ? thy fluking knec» 
Can fcarce fupport thee, 



CARRIL. 
H 



9.' 
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CARRIL. (After a pnufe.) 

*Tis a fudden ^aintingi 
With tedious fteps opprcfs'd this weakly frame 
Sinks under me. • 

CHORUS; 

Retire and take refreflxment* 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
*Tis hot he Whofe arfched halls 
Refound with revelry and forig 
That taftes the pureft joy. 
But he who from his ample flora 
Feeds the hungry, cheers the faints 
On languid features iheds the fmile 
And lights up radiance in thci eye; 
Him the traveller fliall blefs. 
Him the gods will love, — 
[When flirivcll'd by the fummer-ray 
The drooping plants imbibe . 
The falling rain. 
Again they bud, and pour around 
Their fweeter fcents. 

CHORUS, 
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CHORUS, CARRIL. 

CARRIL. 
My ftrength is now^ renew'^, I fain would meet 
The lady of tl^efe halls, 

CH0RU3. 

She comts, accoll her* 

CHORUS, CARRIL, MOINA. 

CARRIL. 
Lady, a ftranger whom your domes received 
OflFers his thanks : and if *tis your good pleafure 
The wandering bard will raife the found of fong. 
The pleafing found of praife* 

MOINA. 

Thou holy nian> 
The flattering fong is hateful to my ear. 
But if thou know'ft to tune the mournful lay, 

Arjd 

H2 
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And fofcly breathe the melancholy tale^ 
My iickly foul could liften with delight, 

CARRIL. 
Pleafe you to fit, fair lady, while I raife 
The melting ftrains of griefs- 
Peace, dorms of night, ye roaring whirlwinds, 

peace ; 
Soft glide, ye torrents, from the echoing hills ; 
Rife from the murky vale, ye blood-red fires. 
And dimly (hoot your beams ; ye famifh'd wolves 
Ceafe your wild howls — ^let all be filent, dark — 
Ghofts of my fathers, bend your (hadowy forms 
To hear the tale of woe— - 
The tale of woe which Mornac thus began. 
Swift was my daughter's (lep on Fura's hills. 
Health flulh'd her cheek, and down her fnowy 

neck 
The dark locks cluftering fell — why ftarts the 

tear ? 
Why heaves the figh in Mornac*s aged bofom ? 
No more my Lora meets me on the heath, 

No 
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fjo more Ihe cheers tny foul with grateful voic^ 

\ 

My lofty halls arc filent — 

The blue mift rifes from the lakes^ and fills 

The bending flowers with dew, the fun burfts 

forth. 
The mift is gone — ^no beam of joy difpels 
Tbe mift of Mornac's foulj but lafting forrow 
Cleaves to my aged heart*— my child;^ where art 

thou ? 
Dark is thy bed« O Lora» grief has cru{h*d 
Thy tender form, far from a parent's bdfom 
The hand of rapine fnatch'd thee, and thy fleep 
Ere this is deep — accurfed be the chief 
Who fought on Fura's plains/ my feeble arm 
Benumb'd with ages winter ftruck in vain. 
In vain did Carril fight, the much-lov'd Carjil, 
Fierce was his look, full rofe his finewylimbsj 
As a dark cloud he mov'd, and ftiook his glitter-* 

ing fpear — 
.The fteel deep pierc'd his fide, death hover'd 

round him 

O'erwhelm'd 
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O'erwhelm'd amid the flain— fear feiz*d our 

foIdierSj^ 
They fled the ftrife of fpears ; the conqaering 

Saxons 
Enter'd our halls defencelefs, thence they bore 
My Lora, but the blue«ey*d chief difdain'd 
To fmear with frozen blood his dark-blue fted ; 
•Cruel he fpar'd me to lament my woes 
And fink in anguilh to the narrow houfe. 
When the huge mafs of fnow from beetling hills 
Defcends impetuous on the cottage roof. 
And buries in its fall the father, mother. 
And infant oflFspring, then no found of woe 
Is heard, no parent weeping for a child, 
No child deep*fobbing for a tender parent. 
All find a common grave and fleep in peace— f 
But when the roaring torrent rufhes down 
The dark-brown rocks, and from the mountain- 
deer 
Snatches her fportive fawn, the haplefs mother 
Forgets her food, forgets the wonted fpring, 

■ 

And quits the playful herd; old Mornac thus 

Rejefts 
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Rejtas the jbya of^ life to weep in (ecret-— 
And now the conquering enemy retir'd^ 
The hoary druids from their facred woods 
Come forth, they bafte to clofe oUr fallen friends 
In the cold earth— when Carril they efpy 
Yet breathing — 

CHORUS. 

Venerable man, thy tale 
Has deeply touched our lady— fhe retires— 
Finifli thy fong. 

CARRIL. 

In CarriPs wounds they pour 
The healing balm, recall his fainting foul 
And raife him up — to mifery !— and now . 
0*er Fttra's plains the lover wanders mourning. 
In Fura*s moffy towers the father weeps.—- 
Rife ftorms of night, ye raging whirlwinds, rife; 
Roar loud, ye torrents, from the towering hills ; 
Howl, howl, ye wolves ; ye fiery meteors blaze 

With 
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With redder beams— away to hovering clouds^ 
Ghofts of the dead-^the folemn fong is fung. 

A MESSENGER. 
Moina^ old man^ commands you to attend her; 
Follow,— 

CHORUS. 
What ibund corleftial floats 
Upon the liquid air ? — 
Is it the ruflling breeze . 
From Glafor*s golden boughs ? 
Is it the dark-green deep 
Soft echoing to the notes 
Of Niord*s fwans? 
No— *tis Braga's harp, 
Braga fweeps the founding ftrings— * 

Giafor* J gulden iiughs/} Glaibr was a. forefl in Afgard 9 
the trees which coiopofed it (hot forth golden branches. 

Of Niord's/wans.'^ Of the mufical powers of th* fwax^ 
the favourite bird of Niord^ the Scandinavians enter* 
tained the fame opinion as the Greek and Romans. 

Mimer's 
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Mimer's dream infpires the got). 

With fwimming eyes 

And foul of fire 

He pours the tide of harmony •—. 

He whom Bragsi loves 

» 

Shall fwell the folemn lay. 
Shall ftrike the chords of joy. 
And gently touch the Ihell. 
He whom Braga loves 
Shall wake the din of war. 
Inflame the chieftain's foul. 
And fend him in his glittering arms 
To fields of blood. 



CHORUS. 
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CHORUS, at a difiance: 

CARRIL, MOINA. 

MOINA. 
In vain thou urged flight — tho' force compelled 

me 
To ihare the bed of Harold^ whilft he breathes 
I'm his alone— *and would not Carril*s felf 
Detell me^ faithlefs P— (hould fome happy arm 
Transfix the Saxon, hope again might beam 
Upon the cloud of grief which veils us round ; 
Then might I fly and reft in Carril-s arms* 

CARRIL. 
•Tis well — When Harold's haughty fteps refound 
Within his courts^ Til dare him to the combat. 

MOINA. 

No, Carril, no — I love thy dauntlefs fpirit, — 
Yet flbiould the chieftain bleed within thefe walls, 
A fure deftru6lion waits upon us both. 

Calm 
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Calm thy fierce courage — on the road which 

leads 
O'er yonder hill, a gloomy foreft borders^ 
The fun-beams never pierce its fides» the wolf. 
The hifling fnake poflefs it ; there refides 
A prophetefs deep ikill'd in Runic lore ; 



A prophetefs deep JkiW d.'] PropheteiTes or witches wcro 
held in high^ repute among the Northern nations;^ 
^' InefTe quinetiaiH} (iays Tacitus, de xnor* German.) 
fan6lum quid et providum foeminis putant."— -The in- 
fluence of their councils in war is mentioned by Polysenus 
de Stratag« Lib. 7. 



* Perhaps the following particulars of the coftome, &c. of 
thefe women may not be unintereiling, 

Strabonis Geograph. Lib. 7* 

Iniilvis) montibuss fpeo^bus, et prope a fontibus habitant. 

Keyfter Antiq. Septen. 

Ei^i J^i mttt TApt^ V%f(jLtLVot( it hpeti KOJiOvfJUvaj yvreuKtf 

At TOTAgJIMy J^iPAif TfoChtTOUffAii JHAi fiUfJLAT&P iKiyfJLOU KAi 

"^o^otf TiK^iAiforrAt KAi '7rpo^ia''rt^ovffi ta fiiW^vra* 

Strom. Lib. i, p. 305, (Col. Fol. 2698.) 

Confult alfo £rin*s Rauga Saga : and in Glaus Magnus, (de 
Gent. Septentrion. Lib IIX, cap. xv. and following chapters) a 
long account may be feen of the magical arts of theie Gothic 
witches. 

1 2 Hafte 
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Halle to her cslwc^ and force her to demand 
By tnagic rites, if joy or grief await 
Our future hours. 



CARRIL. 

I go, and may the gods 
We fearj with bleft forebodings wing my feet 
Returning, 

m - 

[Moina and Carril go out. 

CHORUS, A SOLDIER. 

CHORUS. 
Thy hafty ftep portends us good, thou com' It 
To tell the viaory of Harold ? 

SOLDIER. 

No, 
Our chief is fallen in the battle's rage ; 
Bravely he fought by multitudes oppreft, 
His blows were death ; at length & feather'd dart 

Piere'd 
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Pierc'd his brave fide, his heart's blood follow'd 

gulhing. 
Death dimm'd his eyes — he feebly rais'd his arm 
As if to ftrike again — his finews fail'd hitn — 
He fell — in death's lad agony he grafp'd 
His weapon— cold and bloody, yet he looks 
The Hero— 



CHORUS. 
So ihould a Saxon fall. 

SOLDIER. 

% 

His faithful people 
With fury rufli'd around him, tore his body 
From the furrounding warriors — now they bear 

him 
In mournful filence to his lofty halls. 
And hade to lay him 'midfl: his brave forefathers* 

CHORUS* 
Soldier, let Moina hear the fate of Harold. 

SEMI.CHORUS. 
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SEMI-CHORUS. 
Softly ftrikc the harp 
And wake the founds of woe, 
Harold falls. 
His limbs are cold. 
The purple ftream has Ilain'd 
His golden hair. 

See at the feftive board 

His faithful warriors fit. 

In vain they call their eyes around 

To meet their chieftain's looks ; 

Sorrow glooms their fouls 

And dafhes from their lips 

The fparkling fliell. 

The hunter's horn refounds, 
The (lout dogs leap around 
And feek their chief. 
No more flball Harold's voice 
Be beard the woods among* 



The 
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The famifh'd eagle fcreams 
And afks his wonted food^ 
No more fhall Harold's arm. 
Prepare the feaft of flain. 

Yet not to Hela's dark abode 
Our chieftain's foul is fled^ 
He rifcs on the ruihing blad 
And feeks Valhalla's halls. 



The End of the Fir/i AS. 



MOINA. 
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MOINA, CARRIL. 

MOINA. 

Welcome my Carril to thy Moina's arms» 

Now am I thine my love; th* approaching night 

Shall Ihade us flying to our native country ; 

Again my aged father (hall behold 

His happy daughter, and the facred druid 

Shall hear our holy vow — The chief is falPn.— 

CARRIL. 
Thou unfeen power, when deep defpair fur- 
rounds us. 
When the black night of woe o*er(hades the foul 
Sudden thou fhin'Il amidft furrounding horror, 
The darknefs flies, and keeneft joy breaks in 
Upon the grief worn mind. — X^^ prophetefs 
Foreboded Harold's death — 



MOINA. 

And 'tis accomplifli'd, 
Blefs'd be the arm which cleav'd his hated heart— 

Did 
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Did (he not promife £ifety to our flight. 
And future days of joy ? — tell^ tell me alU 

CARRIL. 
My hafty fteps foon reaeh'd the gloomy wood 
I fought, and Ilruggling thro* the thorny paths - 
I mark*d a craggy rock whofe broken funlmit 
Was veird by creeping flirubs— it's bottom 

yawn'd 
And fliew'd a deep dark gulph<— I fearlefs en« 

ter*d. 
And with extended arms I trac*d my way. 
For there no beam of light was feen to glimmer 
Save from pale flames by magic fong enkindled ; 
While thus advancing flow,, a cold fhrunk hand 
Caught mine, a hoarfe voice thus addrefs'd me,^ 
Who art thou, man, that dar*(t with impipus ft^ 
Difturb my^ filent dwelling ? Speak or periflu 
Mildly I anfwer'd, prophetefs, a ftranger^ 
A miferable ftranger feeks thy aid ^ 
O tell me, I conjure thee, by thy gods, 
If Harold's doom be Teal'd^ if fonoiying Moita 

K Sh?n 
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Shall e'er behold again her native home 

And dwell with Carril ?— Hence^ imy$ (he ctics, 

I know thee now» — I hate the foe of Harold ; 

With that I forward ruih'd> and in my arms 

Setting the prophetefs, I cried aloud 

Unfeeling woman» tell me what I alk. 

Or from thy feeble body foon thefe arms 

Shall force thy ftubborn foul. — My fon^ flie faid. 

Forbear^ I yields thy bravery has won me. 

Approach— within ray cave a ntw ilain cdr(e> 

Borne by my fpirits from the field of flaaghter» 

Yet bleeds^ — this day he fell by Harold's fide^ 

The foul is feated in Valhalla's halls. 

But by my potent art Til call it back. 

Force it to animate the bloody limbs 

Arid truly anfwer thy demands. — She fpake. 

And blue light flafh'd around me ; I beheld 

The bleeding man-^vrith hoarfe rough voice 

flie !gatt 
To found the Runio rhyme, and fingitig flilly 

The 

To found the Runic rhyme.'] « The northern nations hcia 
Runic verfes in fuck reverence^ ^that they believed 

them 
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The corfe u{>re9r'd bis head And dptt^d. hair* 
And flowly caft his ghaftly eyes aronfi<i» 
Then funk again^ as if the foul had feared. 
To animate a hateful mangl'd body s 
The prophetefs obferv'd him, and in wrath 

She 



them fufficient (provided they were pronounced with 
great emotion of mind) to raife the ghofts of the departed^ 
and that without other magical rites ; efpecially if the 
party had worked himfelf up into a firm perfuafioni that 
it would happen according to his defires.*' 

4 • 

Five pieces of Runic poetry, p, 6* 

The following is a fpecimen of an incantation of this 
kind :«— *^ May the poifon of ferpents and noxious flamo 
torment you all within your ribs unllefs you give me tho 
fword,** &c.' 

Herv. Saga (as quot^ in the above work). 

The language in which the earlieft poetical produftions 
of the Goths Was compofed, and of which we have ftill 
fome remains in the Sagas of the Scalds, was the Icelandic^ 
this language, {upfo(ed to have been fppk«n in tho 
greateft purity in Iceland, prevailed in the north of 
Europe very extenfively, and may be Ci9iifidere4 ss the 
mother of the modem Swedifh and Dani(h dialed;s : tho 

charaders 
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She feiz'd a living fnake and la{h*d his limbs — 
Uprofe the corfe, bis languid eyes he fix^d 
On me, thos fpeaking— Tell me, Carril, quickly, 
For well I know thee, Carril, what's thy plea-* 

fure? 
Difmifs me hence with fpeed to Odin's board. 
Warrior, I faid, is Harold's death decreed ?— 

cliara£lers originally ufed in writing it wer^ called Rudic,* 
a term which tho' it was at firfl confined to defign thofe 
chara£lers only> was afterwards applied to ^xprefs the 
Icelandic language and literature in general.f 

The Runic language and chara£lers were introduced 
into England by our Saxon Anceflors ; fufficient proof- 
of this may be deduced from the ancient Runic manu- 
fjpripts, infcriptions, &c. which have been difcovered 
both in England and Scotland ;j: before the feventh cen^ 
tury however the ufe of the Runic chara^rs, which were 
tb^n deemed impious, appears to have been difcontinued. 



* The word Runic is derived from Ryif, (Icelandic) Signifying, 
a/»rr0av— Glaus Wormius. 

f See Preface to Five Pieces of Runic Poetry. 

t Hicket* Thefirarus, Pftr. I. and III. Archxol. Vol. II. 4to. 

He 
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He bleeds^ he bleeds^ I fee him fall 

On the corfe-fpread plain— 
• Send me back to balls of joy— -• 
Yet fpeak, Ihall Moina with her Carril dwell ? 

E'er the fetting fun (hall Ihoot 

His redded rays acrofs the waves ^ 

Moina's woes (hall be at peace-— 

I go, I go to halls of joy — 
He faid and fmiltng fuUenly, fell lifele(s; 
Then from the cave with panting bread I haften'd 
To bear the wi{h'd-for tidings to my Moina. 

MOINA. 
Again my country's gods look down and fmile 
Upon our future days. — Retire, my Carril, 
Infiantly quit the caftle and attend me 
In the dark dell which borders on the wood 
Some two miles oflF. — ^The followers of Harold^ 
Who flowly bear his body to the grave. 
Are near at hand, and when the chief is laid 
At peace, PU fteal unnotic'd from the walls. 
And fly on love-wing'd ftep to Carril's arms* 

[Carril goes outm 

Now 
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Now hade, ye tardy minutes^ till the dews 
Of evening fall, arife ye floating clouds. 
And ihroud the ^Iver moon in welcome dark- 
nefs 



MOINA, CHORUS- 

CHORUS. 

Lady, the foldiers bear our chieftain's body 
Within our caftle gates, the grave is ready. 
The holy rites prepared, we wait thy prefence. 

MOINA. 
My prefence, venerable man^ and wherefore ? 

CHORUS. 
Know*ft thou not then the cufiom of our land ? 
The laws which ages pad have rendered facred ? 
Know'ft thou not, lady, with her hiifband's body 
The wife is buried> that in other worlds 

He 

The toijc is buried.'] This barbarous pra3;ice is recorded 
in Mallet's Northern Antiquities, vol* ij p* 34a — to the 

authorities 



I 
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He ftill may lliare her fond embraces, ftiU 
May dw^ell with her delighted ? 

MOINA. 

Buried, fay'ft thou ? 

* 

CHORUS. 
Bur2ed-«-K)ur laws have fo decreed it, lady. 
And their dec^ee.6 unalterably ftand : 
Ha({e then With Harold to the courts of blifs^ 
Hade to the feaft of gods — 

MOINA* 

Have pity on me— 
Spare, fpare my Iife*-»0 fave a helplefs^ woman. 



authorteies there quoted for it may be added Saxo Gram- 
maticus de Danis, Lib. 8, and Strabo, Lib. 7. 

The Goths appear to have Inherited this inhuman cuf- 
torn from their Scythian anceflors ;, Herodotus fpeaking 
of the Scythian funerals, fiiys, i 

UToryi^d^Tif OciPTTov^h M^ TOP 9mx^y$ *c» 

Melpomene 17^ 
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Hadft thou but offisr'd death when Harold Id 

roe 
A weeping captive from my native fhore. 
With joy I'd followed to the grave— but now— 
What horrors burft around me ! — Curfes, curfei 
Fall on thy nation — was it not enough 
To drag me from a father's arms^ to force me 
All-fhudd'ring to the conqueror's hated bed? 
Muft the fame grave receive usi!r--Save mc, 

fave me« 



CHORUS. 
Lady, the law muft be obeyed, I cannot, 

MOINA. 
Where ihall my tortur'd bofom turn for aid ? 
is there no arm to faye, no* heart to pity ? 

CHORUS. 
Death canaot be avoided. 



MOINA. 



73 



MOINA. 

Carril, Carril, 
Is this our promised joy ? accurft forebodings. 
And did ye raife our fouls to plunge them down 
To deeper bale ? My father— wretched man — 
Soon wilt thou meet me-«-foon will Carril hail 
His faithful Moina in the cloudy hall 
Of feeble ghofts — hafte, hafte ye dearly-lov'd, 
God of my fathers, rife and aid my foul. 
Revenge, revenge my blood — 

CHORUS. 

Lady, no more, 
I mud command obedience. 

^Lcads her off. 



Harifli'i 
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Harold* $ body is carried by his Soldiers acrofs the 
Jlagc, Moina follows ; the Chorus Jlop and Ji% 
the funeral fong. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Who ftcps on the glittering bridge 
That leads to the manfion of gods P 
Tis Harold — undaunted in fight. 
He fmil'd at the (hivering of fpears. 
He fell in the claChing of arms. 
Rife, Odin, rife. 
See, he enters thy fliining abodes 
And terrible fits by thy fide. 

Who lifts the gold-tipt horn 

Of mantling mead ; 

Harold lifts the gold-tipt horn 

Of mantling mead. 

Happy he who fighting falls, 

Happy in the battles clangour 

To feel the quivering dart. 

■1 • 

When 
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When the hunter's ^ear has pierc*d 

The roe-buck*s mottled fide, 

Down from the fummit of the rock 

He falls, and falling dies ; 

His dark grey eyes for ever clofe. 

No more he fees the graffy hill. 

No more he feeks the gufhing fpring. 

But finks to endlefs night ; 

When Vithri drives the fpear of fate 

Deep in the hero's ileel-clad bread. 

His foul immortal mounts on high 

And climbs the airy hall of gods ; 

There in Pleafure's lap he lies 

*Till Surtur's flames confiime the world, 

Vithri.'] A name of Odin. 



La SEMI.CHORUS. 
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SEMI-CHORUS. 
From the four regions of the iky 
The white fnow falls. 
And winter binds in thick ribb'd ice 
The floating world — 
Who rears the bloody hand ? 
A brother in his brother's heart 
Has plung'd the fpear ; 
Who rears the bloody hand ? 
A father in his daughter's heart 
Has plung'd the fpear. 

Where are thy beams, O fun ? 
Where is thy filver fliieid, 

O moon? 
The glittering liars fall from the cope of 

heav'n— 
'Tis darknefs all— -the firm earth (hakes. 



Frim the four regions of thejky.'] The Chorus here be- 
gins to defcribe the Ragnarockur^ or Twilight of the Gods, 
and continues the defcription to the end of the Ode* 



The 
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The lofty mountain*s thundering rufli 
Upon the plains below — 
Old ocean heaves his waves, 
And tempefts howl around. 

See Fenris bur lis his chain 
His eye-balls flafh. 
His noftrils breathe 
Deftrudlive fire. 



From the Serpent's iron jaws 
Floods of poifon roll — 
Hark-F— the crafli of heav'n. 
It cleaves, it cleaves. 
Spirits of fire arife 
And hurl their burning brands, 

Fenris burfts his chain. ] Fenris was an enormous and 
terrible wolf, at the Ragnarockur he was to break his 
chains and attack the gods. 

I 

Theferpent's iron jaws."] The ferpent's name was Mid* 
gardy he was twilled round the whole earth, and was 
de {lined, like Fenris, finally to war with the gods. 

Surtur 
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Surtur at their head — 

Before him flafh his dazzling armsj^ 

Behind him flies refiftlefs flame. 

Heimdal lifts the brazen trump 

And blows the blaft of war^ 

Heaven's folid pillars Ihake— 

Odin calls — he grafps his lance 

And (Irikes his golden fhield — 

Heimdal founds the brazen trumps — 

The gods ftart up and feize their fparkling 

arms. 
Heimdal founds the brazen trump — 
Odin's heroes rufh to battle^ 
And jarring hauberks ring. 

CHORUS. 
In burnifli'd mail fhall Harold ftand, 
Foremoft in th* embattled ranks 



Heimdal.'] Heimdal was the ccntincl of Valhalla, and 
god of the fky. 

His 
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His arm {hall wing the hiffing dart 
Nor dread the flames around ; 
Then {hall he {ighting fall again. 
And fink amid the war of gods. 
Amid the crufli of worlds. 

The Chorus proceed to the grave with Harold. 

CHORUS returning. 

Dark^ dark is Moina's bed. 

On earth's hard lap {he lies ; 

Where is the beauteous form 
- That heroes lov'd ? 

Where is the beaming eye. 

The ruddy cheek ? 
; Cold, cold is Moina's bed. 

And {hall no lay of death 
With pleafing murmur footh 
Her parted foul ? 
Shall no tear wet the grave 
Where Moina lies ? 



The 



^ 
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The bards (hall raife the lay of death. 
The bards fliall footh her parted foul> 
And drop the tear of grief 
On Moina*s grave* 

The lily bows her head 

Before the fummer-gale^ 

The green earth kifling, 

fiut fwift the fummer-gale is fled^ 

Again the flower uplifts her fnowy creft 

And drinks the air ferene.-— 

Before the breath of woe ^ 

The foul of Moina bow'd. 

It bow*d and rofe no more. 



High o*er its banks the rapid river fwells 

And flows impetuous on the plain — 

The poplar meets the rufhing wave 

And bends it tender ftem— • 

The waters pafs — 

The plant uprears its pliant trunk 

And fhoots aloft ; 

The 



SI 



The plant uprears ttt rerdant tufts. 
And fpreads its light green leaves 
To meet the warmth of heav'n* 
Before the tide of woe 
The foul of Moina bow'd. 
It bow*d and rofe no more* 

Frea from Valhalla's groves 

Mark'd the grief of Moina's foul 

And dropp*d the golden tear; 

Now (he quits the groves of hlifs. 

And haftes to meet her favoured child 

At heav'n*s firm-built gates* 

With her rofy hand fhe grafps 

Moina's dby-cold palm^ 

Svrift cbro^ her frame corleftiel vigour (hoots. 

The golden tear*'] Frea's tears were fablfsl^e te drops 
of gold. 

To meet her favoured chUd.] <« HabeUt,^* firys Keyflc^ 
** etiaxn Frea palatia fua quibus defunftas excipiebat.'* 
To this palace of Frea, virgins, and wives who had died 
with their hulbandsi .were admitted, 

M Ccdieltua 
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Coeleftial beauty beams 
In Moina's eyesm 

Fair flower, no more the blaft of woe 
Shall fliake thy tender form. 
Secure in Frea's grove 
Thy bloom (hall fade no more, 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Did' ft thou not notice, e'er the grave was cWd 
On Moina, that (he beckon'd to a fervant 
And whifper'd him ? Quick in the crowd he 
vaniih'd. 

SEMUCHORUS. 
I did, and wonder'd much wjiat care intruding 
Could for a moment draw her thoughts from 

death; 
•Till then in filent grief Ihe flood, her eyes 
Taft rooted on the ground. 



• '•. 



SEMI-CHORUS. 
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SEMI-CHORUS. 

And when the earth 
Was caft upon her as we held her ftruggling 
By Harold's iide^ fhe calPd aloud on Carril — 

CHORUS, CARRIL. 

CARRIL* 
Who calls on Carril ? fpeak, ye wf etches, fpeakf 
Where is my Moina ? 

CHORUS. 

« 

Moina is no more. 
She lies by Harold^s fide.— 

CARRIL. 

Inhuman monfters~« 
Hade, hafte, and lead me to her grave, perhaps 
She yet may breathe, her bofom yet— 

CHORUS. 

Ma 



1 



8* 



CHORUS, 



fie calin« 



CARRIL, 
Ye wretches lead me to the grave^ once more 
I'll dafp her coU cold breaftt l^i& her pale lips« 
And perilh with my Moina. 

CHORUS. 

With thy Moina ? 

CARRIU 
Yes« flie waa mine, till thy accurfed chief, 
God of my fathers, thou haft flain the robber*" 
'Till thy accurfed chief in forrow dragged her 
To thefe detefted walls-^^I am her lover— <^ 
I amCttrrilx^ 

CHORUS. 

Carril! 

CARRIL. 
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CARRIL. 

Yes, wretches, yes- 
Think not, O Moina, that thou faU'I); alone ; 
I hafte to meet thee, Carril hafteg to join 
Thy gloomy ghofl: ; (bon fliall our airy forms 
A mournful conference hold, ride on the blaft 
And hover o'er our country — there we'll trace 
Thy father's fteps— ^together will we crofs 
The well-ktiown hills, and liften to tbe torrent-<- 
The aged bards fhall fing our woes by night. 
We'll bend from clouds of mill and eager catch 
The dying notes.— >I come, I come, my love. 
With fieps of fpeed I'll feek the rocb high 

fummit 
And plunge to death below* 

CHORUS- 

When from the foe's bright fpear 
The foldier trembling turns, 

« 

When cold fear fliakes his foul 

And blalls his ftrength. 

No more he'll hear the fong of praife. 

No 



\ 
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No more he*ll tell his liftening child 

The bloody tale of war ; 

The fecrct vale receives » . 

His flow and fullen fteps ; 

He hates the warrior's eye. 

He hates the maiden's look. 
Then let fliame his bofom fire« 
Lead him to the lofty rock^ 
And plunge him from the airy heighe^^ 

To death below. 

When the heroes giant-form 

With ficknefs droops^ 

When his broad and finewy arm 

Shrunk and trembling fails. 

When that firm bread which dar'd the dart 

The figh of languor heaves. 

Lead him to the lofty rock.']^^ 

Mirus amor populoy cum pigra incanuit actas> 

Imbellos jamdudum annos pr^evertere saxom 

Sil. Ital. Lib. 3. 

When 
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When thofe ftrong knees which rufli'd to war 
Labouring fink beneath his weight. 
When death has rais'd his clay-cold hand 
To touch the warrior's heart. 
Then Itt him drag his faltering limbs 
To fome huge rock's outftretching cliflP, 
And from the airy fummit plunge 
To death below. 



When from the aged father's arms 

The child is torn, 

Forlorn he wanders on the heath. 

His white hair waving in the wind— 

Forlorn he feeks the hill 

His child has trod. 

And wipes the falling tear ; 

Anguifh gnaws his heart. 

And flowly drags his frame 

To Hela's halls— 
Hafte, hade and feek the lofty rock. 
There from its airy fummit plunge 

To death below. 

When 



S8 



When o'er the ftiff 'ned corf* 

The lover bends^ 
And weeps his miftrefs dead. 
Now clinging to her chilly breaft. 
Now prefling to his trembling Up» 

Her faded cheek ; 
No more her blue eye« tell 
The tender tale^ 

No more her filver-founding voice 
Shall murmur in his ear*—* 
In fpeechlefs agony he hangs upon her«»« 
Awake, awake, and from that form beloved 
Snatch thy diftradled foul^ 
Hafte, hafte and feek the lofty rockj 
There from its airy fumn»it plttag* 

To death below. 



THE E N D^ 



OSWALD. 



MO^rODRAMA. 



Prodiga gens animx & properare fecillima mortem^ 
Namque ubi tranfcendit florentes viribus annoSj, 
Impatiens aevi, fpemit novifie ienedam 
£t fati modus in dextni eft» 

SILIUS ITALICUS. 



N 



* -i. 



INTRODUCTION. 



^ I /"HS Monodrama^ii a fp^ics of play, which 
has not yet, as far as I am able to difcorer, 
been attempted by EngliQi writers *: it was prcM 
bably too fimple to engage their attention^ or 
they might imagine it little calculated to gratify 
a people who are fond^ perhaps to excefs^ of the 
bullle of incident and intricacy of plot. Though 
the negle£): of it cannot be confidered of much 
importance, yet we find many of thefe poems 
among the Germans, French and Italians, which 
are exceedingly interefting both in the clofet and 
the theatre. When reprefented on the ftage^ 
the Monodrama is uflially declaimed with inter- 
vals of mufick« 



* Since the above was written, many pleafing Mon<>- 
dramas have been publifhed in this country. 



Na The 
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The fiory of the following piece is this.— 



r • » 



Ofwjil(l»^a Gpthic! Chieftain^ opprefs'd at once 
by old age and a painful difeafe, exerts his re- 
maining ftrength to die in a manner which was 
efteemed highly honourable by his countiymen> 
and was alfo beUeved to entitle him to a feat in 
VaIhaUa« 



OSWALD. 



OSWALD, 



«t 



SCEDE, an inner^room, Ofwald on a conchy his 
armour lying near him : rifingjlozvly^ he begins. 

XaENCEj hence, ye languid groans, ye radci^ 

ing pangs. 
That flowly drag the trembling frame of Ofwald 
To thofe accurfed climes where Hela reigns 
Stem on her icy throne— thou quivering arm ! 
Oft have I feen thee in the battle's rage 
Bedew*d with red heart's blood— ye tottering 

knees I 

Oft 
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Oft have ye ftood unmov*d by preffing hofts. 
Oft have ye waded thro' the fteatning field» 
Trampling the mangled GQrfes of my foes ;-— 
Why (hake ye thii€^?«<«-difeafe. with poifon'd 

breath 
My firm nerves withers— «and fhall Ofwald then 
Sink^ tamely fink to everlafting night ?— 
Shall feeble age with lingering hand condu£); bins' 
To the bleak regions girt with ftubborn froft ? 
And bend this warlike heart in fnafly chains 
Of foUd ice ? — what ?— fhall the holy bards 
Who fing my glorious deeds^ thus end the fong ? 
Alas ! he dar'd not fnatch the joys of heaven^ 
But meanly fell» the prey of age and fickne& ? 
Why have I Kv'df-^fhake^ fltake, ye palfied 

limbs — 
Pane, pantj thou fainting breafty dd Ofwald's 

foul 
Is yet untouch^d^ awake^ awaken it cries^ 
And fpeed mt hence to Odm's echoing balki 
Who yet c«n boaft amid bis fpoila of war 

A 
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A trophy frpm my mail? — what dark«broiv*.d 

chief 
E'er yet beheld tne turning from the combat ? . 
And fhall that hearty which laugh'd af fear and 

danger 
yield, poorly yield, to pain?~^it muft not be-y 
While yet my hand has flrength, I'll rear the 

fword. 
And die a (bldier in my glittering arms. 
Yes, 'tis decreed«-*my helmet, (hade again 
Thy mafter's filver locks"--»from thy hard fides 
Oft has the gleaming fpark burft forth amid 
The temped; of the fight*--thott fteeUribb'd 

cuirafs. 
Come to my bread again-*- how many a dart 
Has hifft'd acrofs thee, which thy firm-km( 

plates 
Drove from my glowing heart ? now loofe and 

yielding 
Thou flialt proteft no more->-again I raife 
The weighty Ihield, whofe dim reflefting orb 
So oft has (hot a purple beam deep^dy'd 

With 
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With hoftile blood — and thou, O faithful ftcel. 
Who ne'er haft fail'd thy mafter'3 vigorous arm 
When rear'd to ftrike^ fwift fpeed me to tb^ 

gods. 
Pierce, pierce me deep, thy blade was never wet 
With braver blood th^n that which warms my 

heart. 

Father of gods ! when Ofwald quits the earth. 
Rear thou my orphan boy— 'how oft Tve fmird 
To fee his tender fingers grafp the fpear. 
And bis young finews ftruggling to uplift 
His father's folid fliield ; to thee, O Odin, 
I early gave him : teach him, like his fire. 
To fcorn the coward's name, to joy in battle^ 
And when his warlike years have run in glory. 
Give him a happy death in fields of blood. 
My daughter too-^begone, unmanly drops. 
Nor cloud my dying hour — ^may Frea love her, 

/ ^^^ly gave hm.2 This s^lludcs to s^ Gothic cuftoxp of 
dedicating male infants to Odin, 

Form 
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Form her foft limbs to grace and lead her forth 
The blufhing prize of valour — Ah !— I faint f— * 
What deadly throes deep tear me! — 'tis enough — 
My ftrength ebbs quickly — nowy thou trembling 



arm,' 



Feel my foul's lateft fire, 

[He Jidbs himfclf. 
Yes, friendly fteel, thy fearching point is moid 
With Ofwald*s blood. 

[After a paufe. 
—What glorious vifions rife ! 
I fee the feftive gods at Odin's board ! 
I hear the fplendid warrior's gladfome din. 
Yon golden feat is vacant — *tis for me — 
I come, I come, the gloom of death has wrapt 
My eyes in mill. — Hark, hark !— the notes of joy 
Die on my ear — and now a louder peal 
£urfts on my fluttering foul — 

[He dies. 

THE E N B. 



O 



STARNO. 



T RA G E D r. 



9%u* ^€u* ToJ^* <M Pioxt^y i*Jo%«Uf 

EURIPIDES. 
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INTRODUCTION; 



A 



lLiTHOUCH it was piindtpaQjr myk 
-tion m Writing tbefe pieces {ias I liaire obfocveil 
in the preface) to attempt a poeticaL Bcsidi ^f 
the Gothic mythology^ yet I could not, con« 
fiftently with 'the charadlers in Moina^ avoid 
making fome allufions to the religion of the 
Celts. The fuperftitions of both nations pre* 
vailed at the fame period, and have frequently, 
thoufi^h errroneoufly, been confounded : I have 
been induced therefore to add to this feries of 
Plays the following Poem, in which I have con- 
fined myfelf as much as poffible to a delineation 
of Celtic mythology. — ^This mythology indeed 
by no means rivals the Gothic in magnificence^ 
and fome of its inftitutions and ceremonies have 
already been difplayed in the admirable tragedy 
of CaraCtacus } yet there flill appeared to m^ 

parts 
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parts of it untouched, which might be brought 
forward in dramatic poetry with tolerable effeft. 

The ftory of the following tragedy is fi&itious^ 
but I hope not entirely inconfiftept with the 
manners and ciiftoms of the Celtic people. It 
is written on the Greek model» and the Odes are 
without rhyme» 



PERSONS OF THE PLA Y. 



\ firitOQs* 



Starno, 
Da 



Kelric^ a Saxon# 
Choros of Druids. 

TLA CE^BRITAm. 




TARNO 



3ttt I. 

SCENJS. A wo^^ and an altar} a distant prospect (f 

Stamo's castle. 

CHORUS. 



I 



SEMI-CHORUS. 

N the dark covert of thefe (acred fliades 

I wait. 



CHORUS.'] Three orders of men, compofing one body» 
and generally confounded under the common appellatioa 
of Druids*, had engrofled to themfelves an aftonifhing 
degree of power and influence among the Celtic nations : 
they were at once the teachers of youth, the diftribu* 
tors of jullice, and the miniders of religioni and fuch as 
attempted to refill; their authority, were inftantly 
cnifhed by a fentence of excommunication, which banifli- 
ed them from public facrifices, dripped them of their dig- 

W ■ ■ ■ » ■■11. 11 II — ■*— I I i» ■ 

* The word Druid feems to be derived from Deru, (Celtic) an 
oak.<-See Druid, orig. in the Delphi Phanidzantes of Dickinfon* 

P . nities 
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I wait^ with refilefs trembling expe£lation^ 

The 

nities, and held them up as contagious and impiou» 
wretches, to be fliunned and detefted by fociety ♦. 

The three clafTes of men who conilituted this formidable 
body, arc divided by ancient writers, into Druidf^ 
or adminiilrators of juftice and teachers of Theology ; 
Bards or Poets ; and Vaides^ or Priefts and Diviners.— 
Diodorus Siculus (Lib. v.) gives the following de> 
fcription of them :— • 

«iff/ J^« Keti Trtp* ctvToif (the Gauls or Celts] kas votnTAi 

KV^Ali OfJLOim dJ'WTl^ OVi ymV VlXVOVfftV OVf Jk CKAff^ftfJLOV^ff. 

^eovTeu /g yLAvrio'iVt \trot cTg //a re otayoffKOTHtf koj S'ia 
THIS TSttV UfUm BvO'letf TA yLlKKoVTA '^poKiyovo'im 

Strabo alfb (Lib. iv.) claffcs them nearly in a (i^milar 
manner under the heads of Bctp/o/ j; poets and muficians, 
OvATin priefts, and Apy//gf teachers of morals and philo- 
fophy. 

• Cajfar dc Bell. Gallic. Lib. 6— Plinii Hift. Natur. Lib. iG 
.«nd 46.*-Lucan Pharfal. Lib. x> 445, Scq. — Schediu$ de Dis 
Germanis, p. 289 and following. (£Iz. 1648.) 

t This is fuppofed to be a corruption in the original text, and 
fhould be read J^ApoviJ^As (or J^pviS'Af) 

t Sec alfo Athenaei Dcipnofophift. (Cafkubon. 1597, p. 246.) " 

For 
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The joyful tidings of our chieftain's conqueft ; 

No 



For the fulleft, and probably the moft authentic ac- 
count, however, of the fyftem of Bardifm, the public is 
indebted to the refearches of Mr. Owen*: from this 
well-informed writer we learn, that under the generic 
term Bardy three claffes of men were included, the Bards 
Braint, the Bards Druids and the Ovydd\^ the former of 
thefc he tells us were civil magiftrates and judgesj, the 
next order Priefts, and the third an executive power at- 
tached to the others; each clafs was diilinguiOied by its 
peculiar habit, the drefs of the Bards Braint was of a Iky- 
blue colour, that of the Druids white^, and that of the 
Ovydds green. All thefe claffes were felefted at the plea- 
fure of the Bards from their awenyddion or pupils; the 
eleftions were made publicly at a gorfedd or meeting of 
Bards which was held every three months at fixed places, 



• Tranflation of Llywarc's Heroic Elegies. 

t Vaides, and OvetJiti above are probably corruptions of the 
word 0<vydd, 

X The places in which the courts of juftice met, were fome of 
thofe circles of ftones well known by the name of " Druidical 
Circleso'*' King's Muniment. Antiq. vol. I, p. 153 and 155, 

% The reft of their cofthume is thus defcribed by. Selden, 
<' Nudis pedibus, barba ad inguina ufque promiffa & circa naris 
fibulas bifurcata, in manibus liber & baculus Biogenic us. 

Janus Anglic. Lib. i. 

P 2 i» 
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No more the voke of woe Cball chill our hearti^ 

No 



in the open air ; <* but the fyfijem of Bardifoi," &ys Mr* 
Owen, ** having now fallen into almoil total oblivion^ 
poetry i& the only chara^riftic by which the ancient 
Bari is recognized by the vulgar of the prefent time *•** 

As feveral of the Gods of the J^rltons, which will be 
noticed in the fequel, were unquefUonably Syriac deities, 
and (as we may thence infer) introduced into this ifl^d 
by the Phoenicians^ who had certainly a frequent inter- 
courfe with Britainf » at a very early periad of timei fo it 
is alfo highly probable that fome of the Druidical do6lrines 
and riteSy (fuch as the metempfyqhofisj;, the facri'* 
itce of living men, &c.^) as well as the regular 
fyilem of Bardiiin, were likewife gathered from the fame 
people ; and with refpefl to the latteri I hope that I 

* Welch and Engliih Di^onary. 

f Ariftot. Mirab. Aufcult. (Duval, torn. II. p. 724..)— » 
Bochart de Phoenic. Coloniis Lib. I. cap. xxxix.— Gale's Court 
of the Gentiles, B. i. c. 9. 

J This celebrated doArine (probably received by Pythagoras 
from his Phcenician teacher Pherecydes) prevailed much in Syria 
at a very early peiiod $ it was adopted by the Druids in its fulleft 
extent, as.appears from Capfar (Bell. Gallic. Lib» IV. 14.) and 
from Diodorus Sicultts» Lib. V. 

§ See Brucker. Hift. Philofoph. Pars. I. Lib. II, c. ix— Jttftin 
Lib. XVIII. 6, and a fubfequent note on this fubjeft in this 
MFork, 

ihall 



No more the flying Briton here (hall hade 

With 



•»mt0Mitfmimm^f^'*^ 



• Welch and Englilh Dictionary, word Bans. 
+ Lewis's Hebrew Antiquities, vol. x. 
'} Vol. II. (4to. Edit.) p. 4S>* 

^ From the hiftorical documents which w« now pofleft, no 
certain information can be derived (at I have obicrved above) 
refpedling the time of this emigration, or the precife piace from 
which it proceeded i the earlieft accounts of the Celts which are 

tranfmitted 



ii 
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V 
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ihall not be deemed fanciful in averting that the refem* 

blance between the College of the Bards* and the facred 

Colleges of the Jews f is too flriking to be confidered 

as merely the efFe£l of chance, and if it were not the elfe£b j 

of chance, the knowledge of this regular plan of educa- • 

tion could in all probability only have reached Britaia | 

through the medium of the Phoenicians. | 

I am aware that an ingenious writer in tht Afiatic Re- 
iearches J afferts in the moft pofitivc terms that the 
Druids were Bramtns, and that many of tHe Celtic fuper- 
ftitions may be traced to Hindoftan ; this opinion, at leafl: . 
in part, appears to be well founded, for although the 
progrefs of the Celtic nations into Europe is involved in 
great darknefs, yet no doubt I think can be reafonably 
entertained of their having been originally emigrants from 
tht Eaft^i whatever mythology however the Celts of 
^Britain may have brought with them into this iiland ; the 
authorities hereafter to be adduced, will certainly render 
it probable at leafl that this mythology underwent confider« 
able changes from their intercourfe with the Phoenicians* 



A I 






^ 
i 



no 



With fear-wing'd ftep to hide his fainting limbs. 
And tell the hateful tale of flaughter'd friends — 



tranfmitted down to us by ancient writers, are thofe of their 

warlike exploits, in which they appear in Grecian and in Roman 

llory, by the names of Celtae, Galli, Galatae, Cumri, &c. from 

the fame authors we have alfo received fome (ketches of their 

manners, but of their origin, nothing deciiive \ ftill however, 

from the ftriking refemblance of the Celtic tongue to fome of 

thofe of the Eaft, from the iimilarity to be traced in certain Celtic 

and Eaftern buildings, from the refemblance between the Cddc 

and Oriental games, coins, modes of trial, (as the ordeal) names 

of ftars, agronomical inftruments, &c.— (independent of fome 

peculiarities in the Druidical mythology, borrowed from the 

Phoenicians) — from all thefe circumftances, I fay, we have fuf- 

ficient grounds for believing that the Celts were originally an 

oriental people. 

Proofs of the refemblances mentioned in the preceding note 
will be found in Governor Pownal's obfervations on the Punic 
Scene in Plautus— in Gregory Sharpens Letters on the He- 
brew Tongue, (Letter VII.) in King's Munimenta Antiqua 
(Preface, and concerning Syrian Buildings, and p. 190 and p. 292, 
Vol.1.) — in the Afiatic Refearches (Vol. I. p. 3S9, Vol. 11. 
p. 479, 489, Vol. III. p. 284, &c.)— in Schedius de Dis German, 
{remarks on the Druid ical worihip of the MifTeltoe) and in many 
other writers ; and it may not be improper to obferve in this 
place, in the words of an antiquarian of great learning and 
talents, that " a ftriking and remarkable confonnity is to be 
found in the manners of ^// thofe eaUed Aboriginal people in eimy 
part of the earthy as to forae certain uiages 5 which therefore ihew 
their original connexion with the few patriarchal families who 
firll re-peopled the globe/' 

Soon 



Ill 



Soon^ foon the {hout of viftory fliall burft 
Upon our hallow'd groves ; in Starno's brealt 
The foul of Hefus breathes, to Starno's arm 
He gives refiftlefs ftrength, his glaring eyes 
Shoot forth deflruflive fire — well pleafed to hear 
Our chieftain's folemn vow, the god of battles 
Stalks by his fide amid the glittering ranks^ 
And wields his mafly fword to ftrike for Britain* 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Yes, holy man, the fearlefs foul of Starno 
Shall glut its vengeance in the guttling blood 
Of foes ; but ftill the image of his child 
Will haunt his gloomy mind, will gnaw his heart. 
And e'en amid the fliout of thronging warriors 

Hefus J^ Hefus was the Celtic God of war* ; human 
facrifices were offered to himf ; he agrees fo exactly in his 
name and office with the Phoenician Huzzuzj! that no 
doubt can be entertained of their being the fame deities. 



* Caeiar de Bell. Gallic. Lib. VI. 7» and fee the note in 
GMviuft-^s-«dkion on the word Martem, in the paffage referred to 
above. 

f Lncan Pharfal. Lib. I.— Laftant. Lib. I. c. xxx. 

X Bochart de Phcenic. Coloniis. — ^Lib. i, cap. xiii. 

The 
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The father flill (hall heave the frequent figh ; 
O may fome happy hour again reftore 
The blooming Daura to his eager arms^ 
And chafe the night of woe which (hades his 
foul ! 



CHORUS, A SOLDIER. 
Ve facred men, I come with fpeedy ftep 
To tell the well-earn* d viftory of Starno^ 
Strike your loud-founding harps and raife the 

fong 
Of joy, your chief is ftain'd with Saxon blood : 

Long 

Your loud-founding harps,'] It is by no means an im- 
probable conje£bure that the harp or lyre ufed by the 
Bards,* was the Nabla of the Jews and Phceniciatii, and 
borrowed from the latter of thefe nations ; tht Bardic 
harp appears fo have had many ftrings, and it Wis 
ftricken by the fingers and not by a plcQ:rum+ ; fo ht 
then it agrees with the following defcription of Um Nftbli 

* Ammlanus. Lib. XV. — Died. Siculus^ Lib. V. 
f King's Munimenta Antiqua. Vol. I. 99- 

given 
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Long did the battle rage, the clanging fhields 

Re-echo'd loud, the fwiftly darting fteel 

With fparkling fragments ftrew*d the fmoking 

earth. 
And clouds of arrows hurtled in the air- 
Then 



given by Jofephus (Antlq. Jud. Lib, VII, 12.) 
« J^g vaJ^Ktt <^4>J^€»a6 ^Q^yyovf I'xovffdh rotf J^axrvhUi 

f 

Mr. Harmer, indeed, In his very valuable " Obferva- 
tions on divers paffages of Scripture," has attempted to 
prove, contrary to the commonly received opinion, that 
the Nabla was a kind of Sag-pipe ; but altho' one of the 
fignifications of the word ^ ^ J "^ ™ay ^eem to coun- 
tenancethis opinion, and although the word KpatTOJ (ufed 
by Jofephus above) may certainly exprcfs the ftriking- 
of the fingers on a zuind inftrument as well as a fringed 
one J ; yet as this author conne^s his defcription of the 
Nabla with that of the Ktvvpdi, undoubtedly a ftringed 
inftrument, and as Sopater (quoted by Athenaeus) fpeaks 

* See Bochart's remarks on this pafTage in his Treatife de. 
Phoenic. Coloniis, Lib. I. cap. xlii. 

+ A (kin, or bag, 

X It is to be found with that meaning in Plutarch, &rc. 

O of 
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Then in the thickeft ranks was Starao feea 
Strong as a god he wing'd his bickering blade^ 
And fpread the gory field with mangled foes. 
The groans of death, the Britons' joyful lhoat» 
Mix in the troubled fky-^the Saxons trembled—- 
They fled the murdering fpear. 

CHORUS. 
Hafte, hafte, and with your glittering axes fell 
The waving branches of the facred oak. 
And twine the dark-green wreath of vidory. 

SOLDIER. 
Yet hear—our foldiers fcarce had turned the 
Saxons 

of the Sidonian Nabla as capable of being unftrung* ; no 
reafonable doubt can remain refpefling the nature o£ that 
inftrument. 



Athens! Deipnofoph. Lib. IV^ 
And fee Ca&ubon Vremarks en thlt paflkge in hit Animadrerf. 
ia Athensttm* 

When 
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When on the plain we fpied a youthful warrior 
Spurring his fieed to reach the Britifh camp» 
With him a woman fled-— we quickly loft them 
Concealed behind our tents— when tir'd with 

flaughter 
Our conquering chief returned, his darling child 
Ruih'd from the camp to meet him— Daura's 

charms 
Had won the Saxon chieftain's blooming fon 
To bear her back to Starno's aching hearty 
And yield himfelf a willing captive with ben 

CHORUS. 
This was beyond our hopes--«>bttt fee they come. 

CHORUS^ STARNO, DAURA, KELRIC. 



CHORUS. 
Hail^ Hefusy hail^ 

By thee infpir'd^ 

The mailed warrior dauntlefs bravet 

The finging fpear and biting blade— « 
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Hail^ Hefus, hail« 

I fee thee climb 

Tby fcythed car 

And drive the furious {);eeds 

Amid the falling foe. 

Whp dares to meet thine ^yt% of ftame ? 

Who dares to brave thy falchion's edge 

The thunder-bolt of war ? 



Scythed car, 2 The ancient Britons frequently fought 
in chariots armed with fcythcs* ; thefe formidable inftru- 
xnents of dellru£lion were, probably introduced into Bri- 
tain from Syria, where they were ufed at a very early 
period of timet ; the names at leaft of certain kinds of 
Britifli cars were undoul>tedly PhcemcianJ. 

* Csefar de Bell. Gallic. Lib. 4, 29. 

' Aut de tftmone Britanno. 

£i}ccid<t ^^ig^ms* 

Juvenal IV. 1*5. 

+ Book of Jofhua, chapter XVI. 18— Macrobii Satumal. Lib a. 

The ApfjLATdL cTpgTtfw^opflt of the Baft are noticed too 
by Polybius, (Lib. V. 53) and very ^ccvijgtelT delcril^od by 
Xenophon in the Anabaiis, Lib I. 

J King's Munimenta Antiqua. Vol. I. p.' 108— and fee in the 
fame work (a h^ ((agQS. before) a vecy amuiing enquiiy into the 
form of the ancient c^xs of Bcitain. 

Death 
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Death hovers round thy ftately cxe& ', 
And poized fpear^^ 

While pale-ey'd Fear beArid«& the blaft 
And fails before thy car* 

Raife aloft^ Andate, raife. 
Thy golden fhield— 

Andate.'] Andate or Andrafte wa3 the Ceklc Goddefs 
of viftory ; the Britons Held her in great eftimation, and 
facrificed to her in groves called after her name*. The 
celebrated Boadicea is fadd tx>hsv^ invoked this Goddefs 
before fhe began the confli£b with the Romans. 

yvvA/)ca^, 

Dio Caflius (in Nerone). 

The Syrian Goddefs Afhtoreth or Aftarte, the armed or 
conquering Venus of the Phoeniciansf, who, like Andate, 
was chiefly worfhipp«d in woods, is evidently the-proto* 
type of this Britifh Goddefs. 

_^^_^^^ - ' * — ■ 

• Milton^s Hiftory of England— Britan. Antiq. lUuftrat. p. 37. 

t Selde^j dec Dls Syrii^ Syntag. II. cap* ii« and Bocbart do 
Phgenic Colonus, Lib* 1. cap. xlii. 

Loudly 
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Loudly firfte its echoifig brim 
And wake the found of vi&oty««* 
From the purple field it comes 
To pierce our holy groves- 
Rude it ruflbes thro' the Ihade, 
The roaring rocks return 
The joyful noife : 

The warrior hears — ^he fhouts aloud 
And clangs his founding arms* 

STARNO. 

Ye venerable meuj nor fongs of triumph^ 
Nor fond endearments of a long-loft child 
Force from my flmddering mind the bloody vow 
Thefe hallow'd groves have heard— the noUeft 

captive 
Is folemnly devoted to the god* 

DAURA, 



Devoted t0 the god.^ The facrifice of living men was 
eflcemed by the Druids particularly acceptable to fome 
of their deities — ** Hefum et Teutatem Deos,'' lay* 
La&antius, << a Gallis humano cruore placatoi«''<^A full 

account 



lid 

DAURA. 
The nobleft captive ?•— 

DRUID. 
"Yes^ ladj^ and the god demands his rights 
Oar prayers were heard^ he rais'd the arm of 
conquelU 

DAURA. 



account of this horrid ceremony is to be feen in Caefar 
(de Bell. Gallic.VI.) and in Diodorus Siculus, (Lib. V.)* 
Straboy (Lib.JI.) has recorded the precife mode in 
which the unhappy vidims were put to death. 
Av^^mrw yAp, bys he, icATW^jnifiAMVof *jrtuvtiin%i w r«Tar 
fjM^(cUf<t iiAOVTivovro iK TV ff^dJ^a^iM** 

The perfons thus facrificed were frequently devoted to 
the gods either immediately before or after a battle, 

Mr. Owen (in his work above-mentioned) informs us, 
that thole whom the Druids o£fered up to their deities 
were criminals only, and that the facrifices I am fpeaking 
of are therefore merely to be confidered as public,execu- 
tions of a moft ftriking and awful kind ; and Sammes (6 



*i— — I I — »■— «iMi»«i*^ 



^ See in King^s Munimenta Antiqua. Vol. L a full deicriptioO; 
of the ertmUcbt or altars ufed in tliefe bloody facrifices. 



% 



far 
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DAURA. 

m 

My fearful foul beholds the gathering woe 
Which haftes to overwhelm me. Father, father, 
Why doft thou caft thy mournful eyes on Kenric? 

Is he the nobleft captive ? — doom'd to death ?-^ 

» ■« 

Away, 



hr agrees with him as to affert that the chief oi thofe who 
fufFcred on thefe occafions were murderers and robbers ; 
but whatever circum (lances may have occurred to foftcn 
the cruelty of this mode of worfliip in Britain, yet as it 
is lo be found without any fuch alleviation among thft 
Goths* and other European nations^, we need not, I 
think, hefitate to believe that it was originally introduced 
from the £a(l, in which it prevailed but too generallyj» 

W^^^^mm,^^^^ ■ II — ^— »^i^i^— i ■ ■ ■■■ —^M^iM ^ III * 

• Bellum Hermundurls profperum, Cattis, exitiofum fuit, qui* 
▼iftores diverEim aciem diii facraverCi quo voto, equij ^«i 
cun£la vi6la occidioni dantur. 

Tacitus— Aanal. Lib. XIII. c. 57- 
See alfo Qlaus Magnus, Lib, III. cap. 8. 

f • • 

+ It appears from Paufanias, pvy, Porphyry, and Clemens 
Alexandrinus, that human facrifices were offered both by tb* 
Creeks and Romans on extraordinary occafions. 

X EufebiiPracparat. Evangel. Lib.. IV. i6.— Hyde, Religio vet. 
l>erfar. 112.— The Rudheradhyaya or Sanguinary Chapter from 
the Calica Puran, (in Afiatic Refcarches, Vol. V.) 

and 
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Away, away, who dares to touch my Keltic ? 

and that the Druids of Britain adopted it from the PhoBni- 
cians, who are well known to have ofiered human facrl* 
fices to th«ir god Moloch*. 

1 cannot clofe this n4te without obferving, that the 
dreadful inflance above-mentidned (and many fimilar 
ones might be added to it) of the imbecility and wicked- 
nefs Oiewn even by fome of the mod polijhcd and humane 
nations of antiquity in their attempts at religious Worfhip, 
mod forcibly point out to us the neceffity of a Divine Re- 
velation j and that, not only for the fake of leading man to 
the proper Obje6): of adoration, but for the no lefs impor- 
tant purpofe of inflru£ling him in the kind of worfhip 
which can alone be acceptable to fuch a Being as the 
Supreme.— Accuflomed from our earliefl youth to the 
advantages which we enjoy in this refpefi:, we do not per- 
haps fufEciently recollect, that without thofe inftrudions 
which we have derived from the Highe/t Source^ we 
might even at this day have been bowing down in a de- 
bating and bloody idolatry, or might only have broken 
the fetters of fuperftition, to have rufhtd headiong into 
the bewildering mazes of a barren and cpmfortlefs fcep* 
ticifm. 



t hQiyMVi %^vov Tay ^i\TaT0V rivet» 

Porphyritts de Abftinent. Lib. 11* 
See in MiltQn^s moft beautiful Hymti on the Nativity, a truly 
' ftrikiiig and poetic defcription of the facriBce to Moloch. 

p. Who 
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Who dares to touch that Kelric who reftorM 
His long-loft daughter to her father's arms ? 

« 

That Kelric who entic'd by Daura's words 
Has quitted all for her ?- 

CHORUS. 

Fair lady, peace, 
Hefus demands the blood we vow'd to him» 

KELRIC. 
Nor can the vi£lim *fcape : the time was once 
When warlike Kelric would have fmil*d at death j 
Oft have 1 rufh'd amid th* embattled hoft. 
Nor feared the deadly dart, but now my foul 
Shrinks back with horror from the thteatned blow 
Which parts me from my love. 

DAURA. 

■ 

No, Kelric, no. 
Thou (halt not fall — who urg*d thy hafty fteps 
To feek the Briton* s camp ? who won thy mind 
To fcorn the deareft ties of friends and country ? 

Who 
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Who fpurr'd thee on to death ? 'twas Daura's 

felf, 
*Twas Daura's foothing accents led her Kelric 
To thefe detefted groves — why fleep thy gods ? 
Why does the lightning linger to deftroy 
This fatal fhrine? Arife, ye murderous priefts. 
Here plunge the holy knife : my dying pangs 
Shall pleafe the gricfly god— fave, fave my 

Kelric. 



STARNO. 

Alas ! my child, the temped of de(lru£lion 
Breaks terrible around us : would thefe lips 
Had clos'd for ever e*er the fatal vow 
Burft ralhly forth — why, Hefus, did the dart 
Avoid my breaft ? why didft thou turn the 

fpear , 

From Starno's helm ?— -had Saxons overwhelmed 

me 
And plunged their thirfty weapons in my heart. 
Then had I 'fcaped thy hated gift of conqueft. 
And falling thank'd thee for a death of glory, 

Ra CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
We fee^ with pity fee^ the cruel pangs 
Which rack the foul of Daura^ and thy woesj 
O chief, are great ; yet to the aiding god 
Obedient let us bend. 



STARNO. 

My child, my child. 
The dews of death are o'er her — fee, (he faints. 
Retire, my Daura, piercing forrow fhakes 
Thy tender form — no, no, thou Ihalt not periflh — 
Sufpend the rites, ye priefts, and wait my 
orders. 

[Starno and Kelric go out. 



CHORUS- 
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CHORUS. 

Mark how the thickening tempeft (hades 

The facred wood ; 
The god of battle frowns-— 
What guilty wretch (hall dare 

To fnatch thy prey ? 
Fear (hall damp his fainting heart. 
Fear (hall wing his coward fteps 

Amid the cla(h of war. 
What guilty wretch (hall dare 

To fnatch thy prey ? 
No more the foldier's (hout 

Shall fire his foul. 
And vainly mid the ranks 
His (lacken*d arm (hall rear 

The trembling blade« 
What guilty wretch (hall dare 

To fnatch thy prey ? 
Soon (hall his wafted frame 

Be toft by blafts. 



Nor 
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Nor join the hero-race 
Who roufe the air-forni*d deer. 
And bend the mifty bow. 
And guide their fteeds of cloud ; 
High o*er the pine-capt heath 
He'U wing his lonely way. 
And Jcindred gholls fliali Chun 
His hatdd haux)t«» 



The End of tht Firji AU. 



Nor join the hero-race.'] That the departed enjoyed in 
their world of air the fports they purfued op earth, that 
their dwellings, arms, and ainifnals were formed of clouds, 
is a doctrine which is chiefly fupported by the works of 
Offian ; it difagrees however with the Druidical opinions 
of a future flate as delivered by Ca^far. He fays that they 
taught << non interire animos, ft4 ab aliis poft mortem 
tranfire in alios." 



ACT II. 
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SCENE. — A part of the Wood near to the 

Cafile of Starno* 

DAURA. 
Ye once-lov*d halls ! where oft I*ve heedlefs 

ftray*d 
Cheered by a mother's fmile; where oft my heart 
Has leapt at founds of joy^ which echoed loud 
Amid your vaulted domes — Ye once-lov'd halls ! 
Where from my father's limbs I oft have pluck'd 
The dinted mail of fight^ and filent thank'd 
The god who fav'd him in the hour of peril-^ 
Ye fcenes of pad delight— >ah ! how I hate you I 
Bought with the price of blood* the blood of 

him 
I hold mod dear— ^now^ now^ methinks^ I fee 
The fatal knife uprear'd — this hand ffaall — noj 

[Starno and Kelric enter. 
He lives^ he lives^ ray father yet has fpar*d 
His daughter's life— If thou haft ever joy'd 

To 



128 



To fee me climbing round thy weary limbs. 
If thou haft ever wept for Daura loft, 
Save him who fav*d thy child, his life is twinM 
With ihine, and one blow ftabs us both.*— O 

hear me— 
By all thy fondnefs for my infant prattle. 
By all the love my riper years have (hewn thee. 
By my dead mother's (hade— ^ 

STARNO. 

He flialL not die. 



DAURA. 
Eternal joy await thee, — Conie, my father. 
Come, let me prefs thee to my fluttering breaft- 
Kelric is mine. 



STARNO. 

Yes, Daura^ let the priefts 
With other viflims glut their thirft of gore : 
A milk-white bull fliall ftain the gloomy altar. 
An offering for the captive. 

DAURA. 
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DAURA. 

This torn heait 
O'€rpower*d finks beneath ine — 

[She goes out. 

STARNO, KELRIC, CHORUS, 

CHORUS. 

Chieftain^ already is the clouded fun 
Verg*d to the fea, and e*er the dews of night 
Fall on us, Hcfus aflcs the promis'd viftim, 

STARNO. 

He (hall not bleed. 



CHORUS. 
Not bleed ?-^Beware, O chief. 
Beware the wrath of gods— the fure revenge 
Of Hefus threatens thee. — Look round — thy 

people 
In thoufands fell before the Saxons' fpear, 
And fcarcely half thy nation lives to hail thee. 

S What ? 
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What?— when the favouring god himfelf flept 

forth 
And rear*d the fword of conqueft, wilt thou 

fpare 
The captive's life, nor heed the dreadful vow 
Which calls dovirn endlefs horrors on thy head, 
If unaccompli(h*d ? 

STARNO. 

Let thefc horrors fall; 
I fave my child, I fave her brave deliverer; 
Fir*d with fuccefs, the courage of my tribes 
No more (hall flag — their fwords fhall— - 

CHORUS, 

Daring man ! 
The nervous arm is frail when cow'd by guilt : 
The proudeft ftrength is tame, when heav*n 

frowns on it. 
This is not all— if thy inhuman heart 
Thus mocks a people's woes, their pious zeal 

May 
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May doom e'en thee their chieftain to de- 

ftrudion : 
Or to the flighted altar drag relentlefs 
E'en Daura's felf. 

STARNO. 

And when ye lift the knife 
She falls with Kelric. Hence, ye flaugbtering 

prieftsj 
My foul is firmly fix'd. 

CHORUS. 

Yet hear again : 
And if thou fear' ft not heav'Oj yet dread our 

power ; 
Soon (hall our lips pronounce the juft decree 
Thy crime deferves* — Ne'er by the altar more 
Thy foot accurs'd ihall ftand ; no more thy dan 
Shall know their chief; no more thy martial 

bands 

The juft dtcrte.'\ See Note on Druids. 

S a Shall 
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Shall clofe around thee ; thro' thy empty balls 
The wind (hall howl, no feftive fpng fhall cheer 
A wretched outcaft j not thy daughter's felf 
Shall call thee father—-* 



KELRIC. 

Lead me to your groves 
A willing vi6tim— Starno's manly foul 
Shall view me fcoffing at the pangs of death. 

STARNO. 

Yet flop, and let my future days be mark'd 
With ceafelefs grief — or let the angry priefts 
Force me to deaths ftill, flill my child is fafe 
And Kelric lives her hufband. 



KtLRIC. 

Kelric live ? 
A Sajcon (brinks from life fo bafely gained ; 
The warring bands would fcorn to fight befide me. 
The bard would fear to name me in his fong. 
And when I gaz*d upon thy beauteous daughter. 
Dear as (he is, her father*$ image then 

Would 
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Would blafl roy joys. Lead on, ye holy men, 
I hear no more— • 

[^Kelric, Siarno^, and part of 
the Chorus go out."] 

CHORUS. 
God of the (hining day, 
Whofe brow the blazing fillet binds 

Which flames athwart the iky. 

And fcatters liquid light, 
Bclinus, in yon beamy traft, 

Sdinus,'] fieal, or Bealen, and with the Latin termi- 
Dation, Beltnus*, was the God of the Sun, the Apollo 
of the CeltB+ ; hence May-day was called the fiealtine, 
(or day of Belen's fire) by the native Irifh, the Scotch 
IftanderS) and the inhabitants of the lile of Man ; this 
God correfponds in every refpe6b with the Bel of the 
Phoenicians, the name of which deity fignifies in the 
Phoenician language, the Sun;]:. 

• Gruter. and Reines. Infcript. 

Herodian, Lib. VIII, 

X Bochart de Phcenic. Colon iis. Lib. L xlii. — Sclden de Dis 

Syriis Syntag, II. cap. i. — Belus is interpreted ovfdLVof by 
Hefychius. 

Did 
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Did e'er thy piercing eye behold 

A fcene of blacker woe ? 

Yet let not mortal voice accufe 

The will of gods ; 
Nor afk the fuelling ftorm-peals why they 
found. 

Or vainly bid the heavens 

In wrap their fatal fire. 

Aloft in murky air 
Teutates rides, 

Tiutates.'] Teutates was a Celtic deity in fome refpefts 
refembling the Greek Hermes* ; from his name and em- 
ployments he appears to have been the God Tauton of 
the Phceniciansf y or the Toth fi£ Egypt J. As the Celts 
conceived it proper to appeafe Teutates by human facri* 
fices^, they certainly attributed to him a malicious 
fpirit, of which however we find no traces in the charac- 
ter afcribed either to Tauton or to Toth* 

* Csiar de Bell. Gallic. Lib. VI. 7, and notes, (in Gracvius* 
Edition) — Schedius de Dis German, p. 107, (£lz.) 

t This god is mentioned in the remains of Sanchonlathon. 

J lablonlki. Pantheon Egypt, p. 156. 

J Lucan Pharfal. Lib. I. 

And 
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And aims his pointed fhaft : 

They who fearlefs ftemm*d 
The rapid tide of war, 
Before him bow their crelled helm. 
And drop the gory fpear* 
They whofe haughty fouls 
Exult with linful joy. 
Before him bow their lofty head. 
And keener feel his dart— 
Refiftlefs power. 
Avert thy rage 
From Britain's Chore ; 
Sink in thy fable clouds 
And wing the fearful ftorm 
To other climes. 



The End of the Second Alt. 



ACT III. 
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Ztt III. 



SCENE— The Wood and the Altar. 

CHORUS, STARNO, KELRIC. 

STARNO. 
Ye venerable men, with grief I lead 
The de(lin*d offering to fche unhewn altar. 
Is all prepar'd ? 

CHORUS. 

It is, the white rob'd priefts 
Have borne in fnowy vefts the miffeltoe 

Cut 

Unhewn altar.^ The trilothons and other ancient 
Celtic altars, were formed of rough Jioncs.'^SeG Bor- 
lafe's Cornwall, p. 200 — King's Munimenta Antiq. 
Vol. I. p. 176 — and his Remarks on Cromlechs, p. 216, 
220 and 230, fame Vol. 

Mijelioe.2 The miffeltoe was held in the greatcll ve- 
neration by the Druids* ; Pliny (Hiftor. Nat. Lib. XVI. 
c. 44.) gives the following account of their mode of 

^— ' ■ I III > II 

• Alexander ab Alex. Gen. Dier. Lib. V. cap. iii. 

cutting 
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Cut with their golden ficklesj from the wood 
With folemn rites theyVe plucked the creeping 

vervain. 
And with bent knee on Hefus' altar laid it ; 
Around the pile is closed the myflic ring 
Of virgins, piiefts, and vigorous warriors. 

cutting it ; *< omnia fanantem appcllantes, fuo vocabulo, 
facrificiis epulifque rite fub arbore praeparatis, duos admo- 
vent candidi coloris tauros, quorum cornua tunc primum 
vinciantur. Sacerdos Candida vefte cultus arborem fcandit. 
Fake aurea demetit, candido id excipitur fago. Turn 
deindc vi£^imas immolant. 

Drayton in his Polyo}bion, (Song 9] has a pleafing de* 
fcription of the fame ceremony, * 

Vervain.'^ ' This was another facred plant of the Celts ; 
two kinds of it arc very accurately defcribed by Pliny, 
(Hift. Nat. Lib. XXV, 9.) and the Celtk: mode of ga- 
thering it, as we learn from the fame author, was as fol- 
lows : «* coUigi circa Canis ortum deberi, ita ut ne Luna 
aut Sol confpiciat ; favis ante et melle terra ad piamen- 
turn datis ; circumfcriptam ferro eflbdi finiflra manu, et 
in fublime tolli. 

The vervain (verbenaca, verbena) was alfo much ufed 
by the Romans in their religious ceremonies*. 

• Plinii Hift. Nat. as above.— Terent Andr, A61. iv. f. 5. • 
Virgil. Bucolic. S. 6$. 

T CHORUS, 
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CHORUS, STARNO, KELRIC, DAURA, 

DAURA. 
Before the lifted knife has reached his hearty 
I come to take a laft farewell of Kelric — 
Turn hot, unhappy youth, the eyes of love 
On Daura's form ; — frown, frown — thine angry 

glance 
Shall fwift deftroy me — ah! — it will not be— 
Why does my wretched fpirit linger yet ? — 
Hafte to the floating clouds, and wing thy way 
To meet the ghoft of Kelric. 

KELRIC. 

Daura, Daura — 
My firm nerves fhake again, thy much lov*d voice 
Again unmans me, that all-beauteous fhape 
Adds double horror to the deadly blow — 
Why dofl thou come to melt my ftruggling bread 
And fink my fickly foul ? — ^farewell, my love. 
Remember Kelric, let his mournful image 

Cleave 
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Cleave to thy hearty and when the {hades of 

death 
Shall dim thofe tearful eyes, then hafte with joy 
To meet his fond embrace in Odin's- hall. 



DAURA. 
Hark — *tis a horrrid voice which flirieks — it cries 
Who murdered Kelric ?— Daura, wretched Daura 
Has pierc*d her lover's heart — enough — I go^ 
Farewell-r-farewelli — -we foon fliall meet, my 

love-— 
Again it cries — Daura has murder'd Kelric— 
Hence, hated found — 
See, fee a ghaftly vifion rifes on me. 
He bleeds, he bleeds — I mark bis waving hand— 

[Goes out. 

KELRIC. 
Delay no more, ye priefts. 



Ta CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
Loudly ftrike the golden harp. 
While Echo from a thoufand rocks 
Repeats the folemn drains— 
Hade, hade, thou dreadful god 
And hover on the blaft 
Which bows the rudling wood 
Around thy flirine-*-* 
Hade and quit the field of fpears. 
In blood«dain'd arms attend 
Our folemn rites* 

When on the mountain's fide 
The prowling wolf difcerns 
The bleating flock, 
Swiftji fwift he fprings to carnage. 
And bathes his Ihaggy Qdes 
In gufliing blood. 

When in his airy courfe 
The famifti'd vulture hears 



The 
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The dying groan. 

The dying groan revives 

His weakened frame. 

He flops his rapid flight 

And feafls his hungry eyes 

With human gore ; 

Thus does the warlike god delight 

To view the purple flood. 

And grateful to his ears 

The flirieks of Daughter rife ; 

Then let us lift the fatal knife 

And in the viQim's blood 

Its fliining point imbrue* 

WARRIORS. 

Raife the purple banners high 
Rear aloft the bofly fliield 
.And fliake the fliining fpear; 
Hefus fpies the gleam of arms 
And haflies to join the fight 5 
Now he fires the warrior*s foul 
. And fpeeds the forked dart; 



Now 



142 

Now by the hero's fide 

He mounts the creaking car, 

And palen'd hofts retreat. 

Long may his defolating arm 

Defend the Britifh bands ; 

Long may the Saxon fear his rage 

And view with ghaftly loot 

The lightning of his eye j 

Then lift, ye priefts, the fatal knife^ 

And in the viftim's blood 

Its fhining point imbrue. 

VIRGINS. 
Awake the tuneful voice. 
And call with foothing founds 
The god of wan 

See in the glittering ranks 
A father (lands. 
He lifts his ftraming arm 
To fave his child—- 
Rife, Hefus, rife. 
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And caft thy fulLorb'd fbield 
Around his aged limbs — 
Turn from his fide the deadly dart 
And fend him back with vidiory. 

See in the glittering ranks 

A hufband ftands^ 

His fair wife moans 

Her abfent lord. 

Now to her arms (he takes 

Her blooming boy. 

And prints the tender kifs« 

Now fondly gazes on his limbs^ 

And in his infant features fees 

His father's face — 

The diftant (hout is heard — (he fearful tqrns—* 

Her cheek is pale. 

And clofer to her heart fhe hugs 

The lovely child. 

Rife, Hefus, rife. 

And call thy fuU-orb'd fhield 

Around her warrior '$ breaft^ 

Turn 
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Turn from his fide the deadly dart 
And fend him back with vi£lory. 

See in the glittering ranks 
A lover (lands ; 
The mournful maid he loves 
With fullen ftep retires 
To thickeft (hades. 

There with her abfent warrior's form 
She feafts her gloomy foul- 
Now (he fees his manly frame 
Stretch'd upon the purple plain. 
She (hrieks aloud and (larting flies 
The horrid image fancy-rais'd'— 
Now in the palling gale 
She hears his conquering tread. 
And haftes to twine the oaken wreath 
To deck her lover's brow- 
Joy fparkles in her eyes. 
But yet one lingering tear defcends 
And dews the (hining leaves-— 
Rife, Hefus, rife. 
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And caft thy full-orb*d fihield 
Around her warrior's breaft> 
Turn from his fide the deadly dart 
And fend him back with vidory. 
And you, ye holy priefts. 
Uplift the fatal knife. 
And in the vidimus blood 

Its fhining point imbrue. 

■» * 

STARNO. 

Hail, Hefus, hail. 

To thee we pour 

The confecrated blood — 



MESSENGER. 
Stop, flop your folemn rites, I come to tell 
A melancholy tale— with faltering flep 
Fair Daura left thefe fhades, fhe reach'd at length 
The caflle-walls, and weeping fought her chamber : 
Sudden her fervants heard the groans of death 
Which ilTued from the room — they rufh'd to 
fave her— 

U In 



r 
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In vain they rulh'd— her hands Were ftain'd 

with blood. 
And on her couch fhe lay a breathlefs corfe. 

[Starno retires. 

KELRIC. 
Strike, llrike, ye lingering priefts— (he bled for 

me — 
My bread is bare — 

{The priejl at the altar Jlabs him* 
Daura, we hafte to mix with happy gods — 
We hafte to wander in Valhalla's groves 
Where endlefs rapture gilds the winged hours — 
Odin, receive my fainting foul, and ope 
The doors of heaven— 



[^Dies. 



CHORUS. 
Retire thou golden fun. 
And (hroud thy ruddy orb 
In fwarthy night. 
Ye dreary fhades refound 



With 
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With horrid wailings^ 

Let the death-owl's cry 

Float t|iro* the facred wood 5 

For Daura falls^ 

And Kelric's gufhing bloo<j^ 

Stains the green earth. — 

•Tis not in mortal mould confin'd 

That deathlefs fouls (hall fhare 

Unmingled blifs— i 

Beneath the blufhing rofe 

The thorn is hid. 

Beneath the flowery bank 

The ferpent lurks unfeen> 

And oft the cup of joy 

Is dregg'd with bitter woe. 

The azure iky is calm, 

The gale foft whifpers in the bending trees. 

The glafly lake reflefts 

The verdant fhrubs around— 

But foon the troubled air is gloomed 

With pitchy clouds, 

U 2 Fell 
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Fell Taranis defcends ; 
The deep-ton'd thunder roars 
And fearing lightnings fly— 
The angry fpirit of the lake 
Dalhes his ^ark-blue waves 
And rides in foam. 



Taranis.2 Taranis was the Celtic Jupiter or god o! 
the air*; his anger was averted by the fame inhuman facri- 
fices as thofe offered to Teutatest ; the name of Taranis 
is undoubtedly derived from a Phoenician word which 
fignifies thunder ; I am unable however to find any Syrian 
god who precifely refembles him. 

* Scbedius as above.— An altar at Lowther, in Cumberland, 
mentioned by Selden (de Dis Syriis) and infcribed ** Tramai" 
(a word which the above mentioned writer profefTes himfelf unable 
to explain) feems evidently to have been dedicated to this god. 

t £t Tharamis Scytbicae non mitior ara Dianae. 

Lucan Pharfai^ 



The end of the Dramatic Sketches of Northern 

Mythology. 



I 



MISCELLANEOUS 



POEM 




TRANSLATION 



OF 



THE CYCLOPS 



OF 



EURIPIDES. 



XT is fcarcely neceffary to obferve, that the 
Cyclops of Euripides cannot be read without 
much intereft> whether it be merely conlidered 
as a compleat example of the ancient Greek satyric 
drama, or whether it be conteinplated as a fpe- 
cimen of the comic talents of a Poet peculiarly 
diftinguiflied in his tragic compofitions by tender^ 
nefs and pathos. 

In tranflating the abovementioned piece^ I 
have omitted fome paflages which would have 
been jullly difpleafing to an EngliQi reader; and 
I have ocCafionally ventured (particularly in the 
choral odes) to deviate fomewhat from the letter^ 
with the hope of better preferving, by this free- 
dom, the spirit of the original. 



X 



PERSONS OF THE PLAY, 



SlL£NUS« 



Ulysses. 



The Cylops. 



Chorus of Satyrs* 



SCENE, 



SICILY^ Caves at the foot of Mount ^tna. 



THE CYCLOPS, 



Zttl. 



SILENUS. 



o 



BACCHUS ! what innutnerable toils 
I fuflPer for thy fake-— aye and have fufier'd 
E*en from my earlieft days— I well remember 
When firft^ by Juno madden'd^ we forfook 
The mountain nymphs, thy nurfes— then again 
Clofe by thy fide I fought the earth«born giants^ 
And thro' the Ihield of fierce Enceladon 
Driving my fpear^ I flew, him*— foftly — foftly— 
Did I not dream all this ? — by Jove, not I — 
*Tis faft— all faa— I (hew'd the fpoils to Bac- 
chus— 
Now my fates* harder ftiU-— when Juno urg'd 

X 2 Thefe 
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Thefe Tyrrhene fcoundrels to attack my matter 
And bear him ofE, I Ilraitway fought a veflel» 
Took all my children with me, put to fea 
And fail'd in quefl of Bacchus — while I fleer'd 
My boys here row*d— the green fea foam'd 

around us^- 
Pafling by Malea a wind fprang up 
Which drove us to thefe rocks — the rocks of 

^tna — 
Here dwell the one-ey'd children of the god 
Who rules the fea-.-a bloody^ monftrous race— 
Captured by Polypheme, for him we toil— 
No more we fhout our god, but guard the herds 
Of this accurfed Cyclops— on yon hills 
My fons now watch his flock — while I am doomed 
To fweep his cave, to keep alf clean within. 
To wait upon him at his hateful meals — 
Come, I muft now to work, and {weep, and 

fcrape 
That all be neat— what's this ? — my fons ap- 
proach 
Driving their flocks-^hark — hark,-^does this re- 
femble The 
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The Bacchanalian Ihouts, the choral fongs 
Mingled with mufick in Althaea's halls ? 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
. Where, O flocks of nobleft race. 
Where, acrofs the barren rocks. 
Would you ftray ? 

There no cooling breezes play. 
There no tempting herbage fprings^ 
There no curling eddies gulh~ 
Come to the dewy field 
Come to your mailer's fold — 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Soon will your fwelling dugs receive 
The tender lambs, 

Rouzed from their flumbers, hark^ they bleat 
And call their dams. 
Come to your mailer's fold. 
Come to the ihady dell.-— 



No 
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No fongs of firomius here refound^ 
No TbyrfuS'bearing crouds advance—* 
Where are the revelling nymphs^ 
And where the clattering drums 
Loud-echoing o*er the dreams f 

CHORUS. 

I fhout the Bromian lay ; 
On Venus Oill I call, 
Venus, whom oft I've fought 
With Bacchus* fportive train— 
O friendly god, O dearcft youth. 
Where is thy lonely feat ? 
Where doft thou, mourning, Ihake 
Thy golden hair ? 
Far from thy cheering looks 
In coarfeft garb I pine 
The monfter's flave,— - 

SILENUS. 
Bo filent, children ; hafte and drive your flocks 
Into the rocky caves« 

CHORUS- 
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CHORUS. 

We will, my father. 
But why fo urgent ? 

SILENUS. 

Clofe upon the fhore 
I fee a Grecian veflel, and its crew 
JLed by their Captain, ieem to bend their courfe 
This way — they *re furely feeking food and water. 
They bear fome empty veflids — wretched Ilran* 

gers 
Who can they be ? alas I they cannot know 
The nature of our mafter — little think they 
That landing on thefe hated ihores, they come 
The felf-doom*d viSims of the Cyclops' jaws— • 
Now be ye quiet, children, whilft I alk 
What fate has thrown them on the fhores of Si-* 

cily*-^ 

\JLifitr Vlyjfti and his Crew. 

ULYSSES. 
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ULYSSES. 

fay, my friends, where can we find a fpring 
To flake our thirft P where can we purchafe food 
To (lore our veffel ? — this is very ftrange — 
Sure 'tis a Bromian city — all around— 
Within, without the caves, there's nought but 

Satyrs ; 

1 will addrefs the oldeft — Hail I old man. 



SILENUS. 
Hail ! ftranger,— quickly tell me who thoa art 
And whence thou comeft— 



ULYSSES. 
Thou behold'ft Ulyfles. 

SILENUS. 
I've heard of him—he is the verieft prater— ^ 

ULYSSES, 
I'm he, I fay,— fpare your abufe, my friend,— 

SILENUS. 
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SILENUS. 
And pray whence came you lafl ? 

ULYSSES. 

I came from Troy. 

SILENUS. 
Hadft thou not wit enough to find thy home ? 

ULYSSES. 
By adverfe winds I'm driven to this coaft. 

SILENUS. 
Alas ! thy fate and mine are much alike. 

ULYSSES. 
Where you then driven to this land by ftorms ? 

SILENUS. 
Yes, running after thieves who fiole my mafter.-— 

ULYSSES. 
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ULYSSES. 

What place is this» and wkft mkaUt it ? . 

SILENUS. 
This Ifle is Sicily«~^is mountain i£tna. 

ULYSSES. 
Where, ate jour cities ?— .•where your hatty iradb ? 

SILENUSL 
We havtt no cknes, and ao walla but rocks. 

ULYSSES. 
Who thea 4md!t here, a race of (axagt htktisi. i 

SILENUS. 
The Cydops dwdk hsre^cayenK tae their baabs. 

I 

ULYSSES. 
Have tiuy a mbss ^-^^bsi^t, tfackr shxHb^ oi life? 

SILENUS. 
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SILENUS. 
They're wandering Shepherds, no one hoedt the 

other. 



ULYSSES. 
Do they not till the ground ?— -Wliat food have 
they? 

SILENUS. 
They've milk and cheefe 5 — fometims they feaft 
on flelh. 

ULYSSES. 
Have they not here the liquor of the grape ? 

SILENUS. 
No— not a drop — ^O 'tis a curfed country. 

ULYSSES. 
And are the Cyclops very kind to guefts ? 

I 

SILENUS. 



Ya 
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SILENUS. 
O very kind— they prize no flefli fo highly. 

ULYSSES. 
What fay you ?— flefli of guefts !— they cannot 
eat them ? 



SILENUS. 
Yes but they do,--they butcher all they catch. 

ULYSSES. 
Where is the Cyclops ? is he in his cave ? 

SILENUS. 
No, he is hunting, with his dogs, on ^Etna. 

ULYSSES. 
Be briflc then, my good friend, and dont detain us. 

SILENUS. 
What fliould I do ? I'm ready to befriend you. 

ULYSSES. 



i 
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ULYSSES. 
Procure us food — 



SILENUS. 
There's nothing here but flefh- 



ULYSSES. 
Well that will do— 



SILENUS. 
And cheefe, and milk of cows— 

t 

ULYSSES, 
firing it all forth, let's look before we buy. 

SILENUS. 
And how much gold then will you give m^ for it P 

ULYSSES. 
None — ^none at all—I'll give a draught of wine. 

SILENUS. 
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SILENUS. 
Wine ?— fweeteft found ! — how long fince 1 iuve 
tafted — 



ULYSSES. 
Maron himfelf beftow'd the precioifs gift. 

■ 

SILENUS. 
Maron ? — how oft I've nurs'd him in thefe arms. 



ULYSSES. 
The Ton of Bacchus, as you well remeoaber. 

SILENUS. 
Is the wine with you or on board your fhip? 

ULYSSES. 
This is the Ikin which holds it— look, my friend — 

SILENUS. 
That ? — why there's fcarce enough to wet my 
gullet — 

ULYSSES. 
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ULYSSES. 
I have imnclt more than this — 



SILENUS. 

O the dear fountain i 
So fweet, fo grateful — 

ULYSSES. 
Will yon plcafe to tafie it ? 

SILENUS. 
Aye, by all means, — ^I'li tafte before I buy — 

ULYSSES. 

See ! I have brought a cup too with the ikin— - 

SILENUS. 
Come fill it then — 



ULYSSES. 



SILENUS. 
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SILENUS. 
Ah — ah — it ftnells well. 



ULYSSES. 
Then tafte it, praife it not by words alotie — 

t 

SILENUS. 
I do — moft excellent — it makes me merry ; 
I long to dance — ha — ha — 

ULYSSES. 
It goes down fweetly— 

SILENUS. 
O I can feel it at my fingers ends — 

ULYSSES. 
1*11 give you money too — 

SILENUS. 

Plague on the money, 

Give me but wine enough I afk no more— 

ULYSSES. 
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ULYSSES. 
Now then, good Satyr, bring the checfe, the 
lambs— 



SILENUS. 
1*11 do it — what care I for matter now ? 
For one full cup of that delicious liquor 
Pd barter all the food of all the Cyclops, 
And then leap headlong from the jutting rock 
Into the fea — I mean, if I were drunk 
I'd do all this — O, he who drinks unmov'd 
Is furely mad, * ' # # * * 

Thiscup*s the cure of forrow— how Pd drain it !— 
Plague on the Cyclops — Hark, my friend, a 
word with ye. 

ULYSSES. 
Speak to me freely as becomes a friend. 

SILENUS. 

# 

Did you take Troy ? 

Z ULYSSES. 



[ 
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ULYSSES. 

We did 



SILENUS. 

And Helen too? 



ULYSSES 
And Helen— and deftroy'd the houfe of Priam. 

SILENUS. 
And when you had her fafe did all your foldiers 
Kifs her ? (he always lik*d to change her hufbands; 
Lur'd by a fplendid drefs and golden chains. 
The traitrefs left that worthy man her lord ; 
O would the race of women were extin61: ! 
Except a few— juft for my private ufe— 
Here, great'Ulyffes, here is flefli, and milk. 
And cheefe in plenty — take it and be gone. 
But leave that goodly (kiri inftead of it — 

ULYSSES, 
See, fee — the Cyclops— -'tis all over with us — 
What (hall we do ? where fly ? 

SILENUS. 
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SILENUS.- 

Enter this cave. 
And hide yourfelC 

ULYSSES. 
What ? rufh into his nets ? 



SILENUS. 
.Never mind that, he cannot find you there— 

ULYSSES. 
No, it (hall ne*er be faid that I who flood 
Oppos'd to thoufands of the Phrygian fpears 
Could fear to face one man — it fhall not be, — 
If we mufl: perifli let us perifh bravely. 
Or if we live, our fame fliall flourifh with us — 

SILENUS. 
Pr'ythee don*t loiter — 

End of AS Firjl. 
Za 
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CYCLOPS, ULYSSES, SILENUS, AND 

CHORUS. 



CYCLOPS. 

What means this uproar P this is not the hall 
Of the revelling god — here are no drums, no 

cymbals — 
Are my lambs fafe within ? do they fuck well. 
And frifk around the ewes? where are the cheefes? 
Have ye made plenty of them ? — out, ye oafs! — 
Why dont ye fpeak? — this ftafF will cure your 

dumbnefs. 
Look up— ye ftand like dolts — 

SILENUS. 

*An pleafe you, mafter, 
I do look up — I fee the heavens, the ftars, 
I think I fee Orion — 



CYCLOPS. 



i 
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CYCLOPS. 

Where's my fupper ? 

« 

SILENUS., 

• 

*Tis ready— blcffings on your appetite ; 

CYCLOPS. 

Are all my goblets fill'd with frefh-drawn milk ? 

SILENUS. 
All full — O you may drink a fea of it — 

CYCLOPS. 

What milk ? (heeps ? — cows ? — 

SILENUS. 

O every kind of milk. 
Drink what you pleafe, but don*t gulp me dovvn 
with it. 



CYCLOPS. 



I 
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CYCLOPS. 

No, no, you're fafe enough— my maw w^ould 

fplit 
With fuch a capering fool in it as you are — 
Rafcal, what croud is that about my cave ? — 
A gang of robbers ? — fee they ileal my cheefe— 
They're loaded with my lambs — what ails you? 

— fpeak 
Your tycs are fwell'd — your head — 

' SILENUS. 

Alas ! good iriafter, 
Vm beaten to a jelly — woe is me ! 



CYCLOPS. 

Who beat you. Satyr? 

SILENUS. 
Thofe fame rogues and thieves there — 
I fought to the laft— -I could not fave your 
lambs — 

CYCLOPS. 
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CYCLOPS. 

Did not the fcoundrels know I was a god, 
Defcended from the gods too ? 

SILENUS. 

So I told them — 
But ftill they ftole your goods and ate your 

cheefe— 
As to yourfclf, they faid they'd tie you faft 
To a long (lake, and thro' that eye of yours- 
They'd fpin your bowels — and befides all this 
They fwore they'd flog you — bind you neck and 

heels 
Together, clap you in the hold of the Ihip, 
And fell you for a mafon's labourer — 

CYCLOPS. 

Indeed! be brifk then — fharpen well myknives*- 

Light a huge fire — I'll cut the throats of the 

dogs — 

I'll eat'em hot and hot — fome I will (lew — 

I'm 
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Vm tir*d of mountain food, of fta^s and lions — 
*Tis years fince I have tafled human fle(h« 

SILENUS. 
It makes a pretty change — mod wond*rous plea- 

fant — 
And 'tis not often that we catch a ftranger — 

ULYSSES. 

Cyclops ! liften to thy guefts awhile — 

We wander'd from our (hips to purchafe food ; 
We chanc*d to find thy caves ; the Satyr here 
Willingly fold us for a draught of wine 
Thefe Iambs and cheefe — we feized on nought 

by force ; 
Now he denies all this — falfely denies it 
Merely becaufe thou caught' R him at his tricks. 

SILENUS. 

1 ? — may'ft thou periffi — 

ULYSSES. 
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ULYSSES. 

If I fpeak not truly— 

SILENUS. 
1 fwear by Neptune, father of the Cyclops, 
I fwear by Triton, by Calypfo fair, 
By all the Nereides, by the facred feas. 
By every fifli that fwims-— I fwear, O Cyclops ! 

my dear little mafter, yts, I fwear, 

1 never fold him aught — if my oath*s falfe 
May thefe, my deareft children fadly perifh! 

CHORUS. 
Stop — flop — in juftice to our guefts I fpeak— 
The ftrangers bought the goods — if this be falfq 
May my dear father perifli— 

CYCLOPS. 

Peace— ye lie— 
I'd rather truft this man than Rhadamanthus— 
But I would aft: you ftrangers whtnce you came— 
Where were you born ? 

A a ULYSSES; 
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ULYSSES, 
We're Ithacans by birth— 
From Troy we came, which now is lain in aflies— 
Tempeftuous winds have driv'n us on thy 
(hores. 

CYCLOPS- 
So--^ye ar^ fye men who took a trip to Troy 
To feize that run^way» that traitrefs Helen. 

ULYSSES, 
We are and much weVe fuffer*d in our battles — 

CYCLOPS. 

A precious f«t ! — 'twas well worth while to fight 
Thofe bloody battles for one trumpery woman— 

ULYSSES, 
Such was the will of fate — then blame not us — 
But now^ O fon of the illuftrious fc^ god> 
Humbly we aflt thee (fa* we nwft fpeak piaialy) 
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Not to deftroy us — fparc, O fpare thy guefts, 
Nor glut thy ftotnach jvith an impious feaft ; 
Refleft, O Cyclops, on the many honours 
Thy father (hares in Greece, think of his temples. 
His (acred harbours, caves, and promontories, 
Confider too the glory gain'd to Greece 
By punifhing the Trojans ; of this glory 
Thou haft thy (hare tho* dwelling thus retired 
Beneath the (ire-di(lilling tnount— O hear us! 
Let foft humanity yet touch thy heart ! 
Scorn not th' entreaties of a fuppliant llranger. 
Bring forth the gifts of friendlhip — mighty gods ! 
To piefce with pointed fpits our quivering limbs ! 
Alas ! the plains of Troy have fwallowed up 
Far, far too many — Greece is defolate — 
The widows weep their hufbands— gtey-hair*d 

parents 
Lament their fons-^-^wilt thou confume, O Cy^- 

clops,. 
The poor remains ?— where (hall we turn for pity ? 
Have mercy on us ! think not of a banquet 
So foul, fo impious— O- refpeft -the gods— 

A a a Refl 
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Reflefi; how often wicked deeds bave proved 
The bane of thofe wbo wrought them — 

SILENUS. 

Hark ye, mafler, 
I'll give you my advice — ^by all means eat 
That proling fellow^ and be fure to fwallow 
His tongue — what a dear pretty prattling Cyclops 
You'll then become— 



CYCLOPS. 

Gain i^ the wife man's god^ 
AH elfe is empty fliew and idle boafting — 
Doft think me fool enough to care what honours 
Greece pays my father ?— What's all that to me? 
I tell tbee^ man, I do not even dread 
The thunderbolts of Jove — for aught I know 
I am as great a god as Jove himfelf-^ 
I care not for him — let his thunders roar, 
JLet him dalh down his floods-^l'm fafe enough- 
Snug in my cave I eat, and drink, and fnore— 
And when the Thracian Boreas fhoots his fnows^ 

I cloatb 
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I death me warm in (kins — I light a fire. 

And laugK at frofl and fnow-— the earth beneath 

me. 
Whether (he will or no, muft throw but herbage 
. To feed my flocks, and thofe I offer only 
To one moft mighty god, this paunch of mine— • 
To eat, to drink, to care for nought befides. 
This is the wife man's plan — plague on the rogues 
Who gave you laws, who fixt your rules of life 5 
I know no laws but thefe, to pleafe myfeli^ 
To fill my belly, and to eat you up — 
As to the prefents that you prate about 
They (ha'nt be wanting — I will (hare among you 
Fire, and the cauldron of my fore fathers — 
•Tis big enough for all of you — go in— 
Go in I fay — and learn my mode of feafting— 

ULYSSES. 
Alas! alas! efcap'd from Trojan fpears» 
From fwelling furges, what a fate awaits us ! 
The monfter's heart is harder than his rocks« 
O Pallas, goddefs fprung from Jove himfelf. 

Now 
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NoWj now defend us ! dangers tenfold blacker 
Than thofe we fac'd at Troy furround us here- 
O thou« who fitt*ft above the glittering ftars^ 
Look down upon us^ fave us^ Jove, O fave us* 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Open, O Polyphcme, thy mighty jaws ; 
Behold prepared 
The roaft, the boil'd— 
I fee thy grinders tear 
The hateful food, frelh fecth'd 
Within the hairy Ikin— 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
O could I quit, for ever quit 
Thefe gloomy caves, 
Thefe impious feafts. 
Ab, cruel, bloody wretch. 
Who hear' ft, but hear'ft unmov'd 
£*en at the facred hearlh 
The fuppliant's prayer — 

£nd of AS Second. 
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:act III. 



ULYSSES, CHORUS. 

ULYSSES. 
O mighty Jove ! within th* accurfed cave 
I've feen a fight which man can fcarcely credit. 
It is not huoian*-^ 



CHORUS. 
Has the hated Cyclops 
Devoured thy friends ? — 

ULYSSES. 



Two have already fuffer'd and the reft 
Trembling like birds, now fculk within bis cave; 
I dar'd to approach the monfter-«»watted on him. 
And when I found his hunger was appeas'd, 
A thought came crofs me-^'ftrait I fiU'd a cup 

W ith 
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With potent wine aad gave it him to drink ; 
Take this, I faid, this is the lufcious juice 
Which Greece produces, and which Bacchus 

doats on ; 
The Cyclops, gorg'd with flefli, received the cup 
And drain'd it at one draught-^dear gueft, cries he. 
Thou giv*ft me liquor worthy of my banquet ! 
While he ftill fmack'd his lips^ I carried to faitn 
A fecond dofe, for well I new the wine 
Would do its duty — ftrait he *gan to ling — 
Cup after cup he drained — I plied him well- 
He's hot enough— and now, amidft my friends. 
He makes the cavern echo to his fhouts 
And uncouth fongs — I filently ftole ofiF— 
Fain would I fave myfelf and you too Satyrs ; 
Say, will you quit the wretch and fport again 
I 'the courts of Bacchus and the Dans^ides ? 
Your father there within, approves my counfel. 
But he is v^eak and tottering, and he clings 
Clofe to the cup as if he ftuck by bird-lime— • 
Ye are both young and aftive — join me then— 
And feek your ancient mailer Bromius— 

CHORUS, 
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CHORUS. 

Ah ! my good friend, would I might fee the day 
When I (hall fairly 'fcape the monfter's clutches 
Here is no mufick— 'all is dead and joylefs— * 
But we have no refource— 



ULYSSES. 

You have, my friend^ 
Hear but my plan — feverely will I punifh 
This hated beaft^ and give you liberty. 

CHORUS. 

Say, how ? with keener joy I'd hear his groans 

m 

Than the foft tinklings of the harp of Afias. 

ULYSSES. 
The Cyclops, hot with wine, will long to join 
His brethren at their feafts— - 

CHORUS. 
Bb 
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CHORUS. 

I underftand thee. 
And we muft watch his ftcps — catch him alone. 
And ftrangle him, or hurl him from the rocks — 

ULYSSES. 
I mean not that— our work is not fo plain— 

CHORUS. 
How then ? long, long ago we've heard, Ulyffes, 
The rumour of thy cunning. 

ULYSSES. 

Thus then, Satyrs, 
I will perfuade him not to quit his home ; 
1*11 tell him he'd be mad to (hare bis wine 
With any other Cyclops — here I'll fix him— 
And when the potent god has laid him low, 
I'll Iharpen fome huge (lake and fire its point. 
And as the fliip-wright bores with whirling auger, 

-So 
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So will we bore, with the ftill-flaming (haft. 
The eye of Polypheme — 

CHORUS. 

*Tis well — hi$ well. 



ULYSSES 
When we've thus blinded him, thy felf, thy 

father. 
And all our friends (halt hade aboard my fhip. 
And row away mofl; merrily— 

CHORUS. 

O glorious! 
But fay, Ulyifes, fhalt thou need our aid 
To twirl the flake ? 



ULYSSES. 
Yes truly — 'twill be weighty — 

CHORUS. 
Bb& 
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CHORUS. 
O I I would work like fifty carts and horfes^ 
Could I but blind the dog» and root out 

thoroughly 
That wafp's neft eye of his — 

ULYSSES. 

fie filent now— 
When I command, be ready — tho* I*ve quitted 
My friends within^ and might efcape alone. 
Yet I (hould^corn to do it ; we will live 
Or die together— 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Who firft, who lafl fliall feize 

The burning brand. 
And plunge its fiery point, 

Within the radiant orb ?— 



SEMI-CHORUS. 
Hark, hark, I hear within 
The found of fong, The 



I8d 

The fwelling notes are harfli 

The minftrel rude — 
Lo! frorr the rocky cave 

Th' unwieJdv Cyclops reels ; 
O hafte and join his ftiains— 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Happy, happy, happy he 

Who quaffs the lufcious juice, 
Happy in the purple flood 
Which fpaikling flows around! 

How fweet on downy turf rfclin'd 
To laugh the fummer hours away, 
With her we love ! 

How fweet, by 3^cchus fir'd, to trace 
The winning graces of her form. 
To mark the down-caft beamy eye 
And catch the fragrance of her breath ! 



End of Aa Third. 
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Ztt IV. 



CYCLOPS, ULYSSES, SILENUS, CHORUS. 

CYCLOPS. 
Whither, whither (hall I wander. 
Joyous from my rich repaft ? 
As a deeply laden veflel 
Well I'm ftored with food and wine— • 
The glowing verdure of the field. 
The coolrng breezes of the fpring. 
Entice me to forfake 
The gloomy. Hill retreat, 
To join the Cyclops feafts — 

CHORUS. 
See he comes, his (hining orb. 
Like a flaming pine-tree burns, 
Rofeate tints have flufh'd his fkin 
Brighter than the hue of nymphs 
Sporting in their dewy caves ; 

Hafte 
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Hade and (hade his manly brow 
With wreaths of flowers — 



ULYSSES. 
Hear me, O Cyclops, and Pll tell thee all 
Th* adventures of the god thou lov'ft fo well. 

« 

CYCLOPS. 

And dod thou call this liquor then a god ? 

ULYSSES. 
No doubt — the fweeteft comforter of mortals. 



CYCLOPS. 
Truly he warms my ftomach pleafantly — 

ULYSSES. 
O ! he's the bell of gods, he never harms 



CYCLOPS. 
And is he pleas'd with dwelling in a Ikin ? 



ULYSSES. 
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ULYSSES. 

t 

Aye, put him where you will, he's always eafy. 

CYCLOPS. 

Surely he might have had fome better cloathing ? 

ULYSSES. 
Who heeds his covering if the god be good ? 

CYCLOPS. 

True 'tis no matter. 

ULYSSES. 

Do not leave us, Cyclops- 
Stay where you are, and drink and drink again. 

CYCLOPS. 

Shall l^aMl^give fome liquor to my brethren? 

ULYSSES. 
No-— you'll be mightier if you keep it alL 

CYCLOPS. 
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CYCLOPS. 

I (hall be civiler if I let them tafte it. 



ULYSSES. 
Such drinking-bouts too often end in blood. 



CYCLOPS. 
O ! were 1 doubly drunk no one dares touch me* 

ULYSSES. 
Still I advife you not to quit your cave. 

CYCLOPS. 
Poh ! he's a fool who loves to drink alone. 



ULYSSES. 
A wife man, if he's drunk, will ftay at home— 



% % . '* 



CYCLOP5» 

What Ihall I do, Silenus ? 



C c SILENUS. 
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SILENUS. 

Never budge^ 
I fee no wit in feeking other mouths. 

CYCLOPS. 

Well, here the grafs looks frefh — 

SILENUS. 

*Tis mighty pleafant 
To booze i* the funCbine — ^pleafe to fit, good 
matter^— 

CYCLOPS. 
Why do you place the cup behind me, rafcal P 

SILENUS. 
Left any o|ie Chould touch it. 

CYCLOPS. 

Out— I fay— 
You drink my liquor, rogue, behind my back ;' 

Here, 
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Here^ place the cup in fight—approach me, gueft> 
Tell me thy name— thy name— 

ULYSSES. 

My name is. No-one. 
But fay, O Cyclops, what return you'll make me 
For all the kind attentions I have fhevrn you. 

CYCLOPS. 

rU eat thee laR of all— 



ULYSSES. 

That's very handfome. 

CYCLOPS. 

What are you doing, fcoundrel, are you drink- 
ing? 

SILENUS. 
No— not a drop— only my eyes are dim. 
And I look'd clofe to fee the curious carving ' 
On this moft goodly cup. 

C c 2 CYCLOPS. 
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CYCLOPS. 

Take care, take care — 
Here— pour me out a cup-full — fill to the brim. 

SILENUS. 
And how much water fhall I mix with it ? 



CYCLOPS. 
None — none— come, bring it — 

SILENUS. 

Stop, 1*11 fetch a wreath 
And place it on thy head— befides *tis proper 
That I, as cup-bearer fhould tafte the liquor—- 

» 

CYCLOPS. 

Plague on this trifling. 

SILENUS. 

Trifling? not at all. 
The liquor's much too good to trifle with — 
Come blow your nofe — and thpn I give the cup — 

CYCLOPS. 
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CYCLOPS. 
There, there, you fool, my lips and beard arc 
clean — 



SILENUS. 
Now you fliould drink it in a proper pofture 
Reclining gracefully — here— fee me do it — 
Thus — thus — 

(drinks.) 

CYCLOPS. 

Hold> hold, you rafcal-^ 

SILENUS. 

Dearcft heart ! 
I've drunk it out before I was aware oft. 



CYCLOPS. 
Out, oaf — come, gueft, be thou my cup-bearer. 

ULYSSES. 
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ULYSSES. 
With all my heart — I'm us*d to fuch employ 



meat — 



CYCLOPS- 

Nov fill the gohlet. 

ULYSSES. 

Yes, I do — ^be quiet— 

CYCLOPS. 
'Tis not fo eafy to be drunk and quiet-— 

ULYSSES. - 
Here, take the goblet, drain it at a draught-— 
Would he might fwallow it !— • 

CYCLOPS. 

*Tis well — 'tis well 
O ! what a charming wood the vine*tree*s made of! 

ULYSSES. 
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ULYSSES. 
After your meal you cannot drink too much— 
Drench yourfelf well — then fink to fweeteft 

flumber. 
Leave not a drop-— 

CYCLOPS. 
How*s this ? my brains are fwimming^ 
The Buy and earth whirl round me — ^now I fpy 
The throne of Jove— -I fee the gods aflembled— 
What tho* the Graces court me— .PU not ki&*em. 
Hence^ hence^ and let me fleep. 

SILENUS. 

Aye, go thy ways. 

(Ulyjfcs conduQs the Cyclops into his cam and 

returns.) 

ULYSSES. 
Now, ye brave fons of Bacchus^ all is ready. 

The 
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The monfler fleeps — the pointed (lake is flaming. 
Now let's to work — ^be men, my friends, be 
meit^iw 



CHORUS. 
O ! we have hearts of adamant — return — 
We'll quickly follow — 

ULYSSES. 
Vulcan, lord of i£tna^ 
Now do thy duty— fleep thou fon of night. 
Reft heavy on the wretch — What ? Ihall a band 
So bold, fo fam'd as our's inglorious perifli ; 
And fall the vi£lims of an impious Cyclops ? 

CHORUS. 
See they feize the monfter's neck ; 
See they point the fiery dart. 
And plunge it deep — 
Bacchus, Bacchus, fight for n$. 
Soon again my longing eyes 
Shall view thy beauteous front 
With ivy-crown*d — 

£nd of AS Fourth. ^ 
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:aetv. 



ULYSSES, CHORUS, CYCLOPS. 

(The latter in his cave.) 

I 

ULYSSES. 
Peace, peace, — hy all the gods, I pray you, 

filence. 
Breathe not a word, nor cough, nor wink your eye. 
Left ye may rouze the Cyclops from his flum- 

bers— . 



CHORUS. 

There — there— we'll hold our breath— 



ULYSSES 

Come in, I fay. 
And help to do the deed—- 

CHORUS. 

Dd 
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CHORUS. 

We cannot ftin 



ULYSSES, 
Are ye all lame ? 

CHORUS. 

I rather think we are. 
Our legs (hake under us — 

ULYSSES. 

Ye feem convuls'd. 



CHORUS. 
*Tis very llrange— rm fure we cannot help thee, 
But we can fing an Orphic ode — 

ULYSSES. 

O cowards ! 
Well — be it fo— I and my brave companions 
win do without you-^fing fome cheering ditty. 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
How bafe is fear — the truly brave. 
Snatch the deathlefs wreath of farae^ 
Shouting crouds their fteps attend. 
Warriors, raife the finewy arm. 
Deeper, deeper, plunge your fires ; 
Warriors, work the deed of wrath. 
Laugh to fcorn the monfter's groans, ^ 
And (lain with impious blood 
The mafly fhaft— 

C YCLO PS.— (From within.) 
Alas ! alas ! Pm blinded, fcorch'd and pierc'd. 

CHORUS. 
1 fing that ftrain again I 

CYCLOPS. 



Ods 
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CYCLOPS. 

Alas ! alas ! 
I perilbf I am blinded— do not think 
The dogs will *fcape me yet — here by this en- 
trance 
ril ftand and clofe it with my arms. Alas!. 

CHORUS. 
Cyclops^ what means this clamour ? had; thou 

reerd 
Into the fire ? 



CYCLOPS. 
No-one, I fay, has pierc'd me — 



CHORUS, 
Then No-one is to blame. 



CYCLOPS. 
No«one has blinded 



CHORUS. 



*•»«. 
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CHORUS. 

Then thou can ft fee— 



CYCLOPS. 

Would thou couldft fee no better ! 



CHORUS. 

And how^ did No-one blind thee ? 



CYCLOPS. 

Out, thou fcoffer I 
Where is that No-one ? 



CHORUS. 
He is no where, Cyclops. 

CYCLOPS. 

That curfed gueft, I tell thee, has deftroyed me. 
He gave me drink that burnt my fiefli-— where 
is he ? 

Where 
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Where are my other guefts ? have they efcaped ? 
Or are they in my caTC ? 

CHORUS. 

They*re in thy cave. 

CYCLOPS- 

Where— where ? 



CHORUS. 

They're clofe beneath the rock — thou haft them — 

CYCLOPS. 
Alas ! I've fplit my fkull agaihft this ridge here. 

CHORUS. 
And now thou'lt lofe them — 



CYCLOPS. 

Tell me where they 



CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
There— there— 



CYCLOPS. 

I cannot catch them' 



CHORUS. 

There again^ 
More to the left. 



CYCLOPS. 

Alas ! alas ! thou mock' It me- 



CHORUS. 

Now PU fpeak truly, Cyclops, they're before 
thee — 



ULYSSES. 
Yes, monfter, far enough from thee, and know 
Ulyffes leads them hence— 

CYCLOPS. 
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CYCLOPS. 

What ? haft thou chang'd 
Thy name then, and procured a new one?< 

ULYSSES. 
No-^I keep that my father gave to me— 
I tell thee that I glory in thy fuflFerings, 
I fhould have blufli'd when Troy was fpoken of 
Had I not puni(h*d thy detefled crime— 
And now 1 quit thee — foon my fhip fliall bear me 
To my much long*d for country — 

CYCLOPS. 

'Never, never, 
Pll follow to the fea-— tear up a rock^ 
And hurl it on your veffel — 

CHORUS. 

We (hall join 
Ulyffes* crew and feek our jolly god — 



• CHORUS. 
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•CHORUS. 
Bear me> O ! Bacchus, to thy funny hills 
Where tv^ifted tendrils bend 
Beneath the cluftering grape ! 
With ready hand I'll prefs 

The purple fpoils. 
And drain the fragrant dream.— 

Hail, Bromius, ivy-crowned king. 
Leader of the revelling bands, 
Thyrfus-bearing Bromius, hail! 
What is man without thy gifts ? 
Dull and formal, ftern and cold — 
Thy liquid treafures warm the heart 
Thy piercing juices fire the brain. 
And all around is love and joy- 
Laughing 



• I have taken the liberty of adding this final chorus 
to the piece, in order to break the abruptncfs of the con- 
cluflon; 



Ee 
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Laughing Venus quaflFs thy cup. 
Quicker pant3 her heaving breafV^ 
Redder rofes tinge her cheeks^ 
Lighter graces fmm around her. 

Hail ! Bacchus, hail ! O bear me fwift . 
Where clanging cymbars echo (hrill 
Mixt with the Bacchanalian fhout f-— 
See the fportive nymphs advance ! 
Their light robes floating in the breeze ; 
Scattering a thoufand fweeteft fcents. 
They jocund wave their flitning locks 
And twine the wanton dance.-— 



End of AS Fifth. 



PANDORA, 



MOJ^ODRAMA. 



Jam figna ruendi 
His dedit— — — confulaque rurfus 
Natura timet. - 



CLAUDIAN. 






PANDORA 



Pandora pajjing from Heaven to Earth. 

XJLOW my heart, throbs with joy — a hand 

divine 
Has form'd thefe finifh'd limbs, celeftial fire 
Darts thro' my veins, the choicefl; gifts of gods 
Are pour'd upon me — can I e*er forget 
Their fplendid council in the fiame-tipt clouds. 
When firft.from Vulcan's touch I fprang to life. 
And d^^zled flirunk before their blaze of glory ? 
Aloft on golden throne great Jove was feated, 
O'er his broad front the cluttering trefTes fell 

And 
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And mildly beam'd his eyes — arife, ye gods. 

His awful voice exclaimed, arife and Ihed 

Your richeft bleffings on Pandora*s form ; 

He fpake, majeftic from his fide arofe 

The queen of heaven, around thy fteps, (he 

cried. 
Shall float a ftately grace— with rofes crown'd 
The laughter-loving Venus next advanced 
Light as the fummer breeze, and fmiling faid 
0*er thy fair cheeks I call a crimfon tint. 
Thy melting eyes (hall fwim in fofteft luftre. 
Thy fwelling breafts be moulded to the form 
Of Hebe's cup, be white as drifted fnow — 
And while (he fpake, a thoufand odours rofe, 
A thoufand fportive loves brilk fluttering round 
Fann'd the warm air — The god with golden locks 
Then came — be eloquent as fair, he cried. 
For what avails the radiance of thine cy^s 



The bloflbms of thy cheeks, if honied words 
Dwell not upon thofe lips, thy fpeech (hall fi^U 
Soft as the dews of eve j then circling gods 
Prcll on me to beftow their vaiied honours; 

Enough, 
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Enough, cried Jove, (he's perfeft-^take this 

cafket 
Faft bound in glittering ribs^ and bear it hence 
To where Prometheus 'bides— -beware, O 

nymph. 
To ope its filver clafps — 1 bow*d obedient— 
This cafket !— 'is Prometheus then fo lov'd ? 
Daring Prometheus ? — ^from the fiery cope 
He ftole forbidden flames — the vulture tore 
His bleeding heart-^and do the gods reward 

him? 
Td him they doom Pandora, doom to him 
The rare device this adamant enfolds — - 
Why is it thus ?— what enviable gift 
Is here contain*d ? — not look at it ! — O Jove, 
Where was the goddefs of the tinted arch 
Thy wonted meffenger ? — why, to my hands 
Confign the prize? — perchance the god was 

fportive 
And wifib'd to try me— 'tis an empty cafket — 
Or if 'tis not, its fecret ftore perhaps 



Would 
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Would proive to me a bane — I'll think no more 

on*t — 
How broad the way^ 'tis trac'd with milky beams-^ 
Lo ! there*s the earthy it floats in circling air. 
Its towering hills are tipt with fteady light. 
In yon dark (hades the billowy waters lurk^^ 
Once huge and fhapelefs^ now a viewlefs mind 
Has mov'd its jarring atoms^ rang'd its forms^ 
And o*er its fertile furface fcatter'd wide. 
The glow of life— ah, how I long to ftray 
Amid its flowery vales — there quiet ,dwells — 
No more the giant-arms high heap the moun- 
tains 

• 

To reach this flarry bridge, no more the light- 
nings 
Flafh horribly around — all — all, all is peace — 
I foon (hall reach it — how the fam*d Prome- 
theus 

Will gaze enamoured on my youthful charms. 
What ? — can Jove fend him too a nobler gift 

Than fair Pandora ? fure the caflcet holds 

Ambrofial food— that makes the gods immortal- 
Would 
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Would I could tafte it — nay, *ti^ poifon rather— 

deep revenge ! and thus to fnatch Prome- 

theus 
Delighted from my arms — it cannot be — 
Jove bade me blefs the earth, he bade me rear 
A blooming ofFspring— would he flay my huf« 

band ? — 
Ah were it thus ? — PU ope it — ftiall I thWart 
The dread commands of heaven? — fome dire 

diftrefs 
Would fall upon me — Think what dreadful 

woes 
Prometheus fufFered — think what endlefs pangs 
Torment the Titans — theirs were crimes indeed— 
But what is this ? — Among the other gods 

1 well remember Mars ; he call upon me 

A furious look, be bold, he cried, O maid. 
Be bold above thy fex-— and now's the time— 
0*er the vaft iky a folemn filence broods. 
No eye beholds me, I've already paft 
The monfters of the air, the fiery archer. 
The flaming goat, the writhing ferpent's fold ; 

F f Whate'er 
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Whatever the calket holds it cannot 'fcape me— - 
What if it 'fcapes^ and Jove Ihould know my 

guilt ? 
Sure this alUperfefl fornix thefe fmiles of iove> 
The touching accents of my rofy lips 
May win forgivenefs from the thunderer's felf— 
Yes, yes, the god expeQs my difobedience— • 
I tremble dill — aflSft me Mars— *tis done* 

[^Opening the cajktt. 
What! — empty!— emptyl— yet methought a wind 
As of a thoufand rufhing wiugs blew fwift 
Athwart my face — ah me ! what griefly forms 
Float in the air-— fee, fee, they horrid fmile 
And mocking point at me— fpeak, fpeak, who 
are ye ? 

[il voice from the air. 

Thanks to her who gave us birth 

Eager failing to the earth. 

We hafte to a£l the deeds of woe 

And prey on all that breathes below. 

t 

PANDORA. 
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PANDORA. 

Ah me I who are ye ? wretched, wretched woman ! 

[The voice continues. 
Bloody Strife, gnd gnawing Care, 
Pride and Hatred and Defpair 
Hover o*er thee in the air. 
We hafte to aft the deeds of woe 
And prey on all that breathes below. 

PANDORA. 

What have I done ?— hufh, hu(h, a fofter found! 

[Another voice from the air. 
Hear, thou lucklefs maiden, hear, 
Ceafe thy forrow, ceafe thy fear, 
Tho' yon grim troop on mortal fliore 
Hafte the tide of grief to pour, 
Hope (hall join the gloomy throng, 
Hope (hall breathe her foothing fong. 
And bending o'er the wounded heart 
Gently (leal the poifon'd dart, 
Hope (hall bid the tempeft ceafe 
And whifper future hours of peace. 

Ff2 ODE 
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ODE TO NIGHT. 



^/X/V.^/V«>'W' 



"V^' 
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ITHERj O queen of filence, turn the deeds 
The flow-pac*d deeds which draw thy ebon car. 
And heave athwart the Ony 
Thy ftarry-ftudded veil. 

Come not with all thy horrors clad, thy heaps 
Of threatening pitchy clouds, thy wadeful blads 

Which howling o'er the deep. 

High fwell the boiderous furge. 

Far be the fearful forms which round thee float! 
The owl (hrill-flirieking, and the flitting bat. 
And every ghaftly {hapc 
' That frightened fancy fpies! 



But 
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But come with peaceful ftep, while o'er the land, 
Parch*d by the fultry fun, thy coolnefs breathes. 

And fummer mifts are fhed 

Upon the withering herb. 

Let all be ftill — fave the fwect note of her 
Who warbles to thy Heps, and the faint found 

Of von tall trees that bend 

Before thy fwelling breeze. 

» 

Or from the diftant mountain, whofe huge crags 
Are pird to heaven, let echo feebly fend 

The falling waters roar 

Acrofs the wide-fpread lake. 

Then will 1 haften to the firm-built tower. 
And climb its winding fteps, and from the top 
Gaze with a deep delight 
On heaven's bright burning fires ; 

While from the northern verge of ether fhoot 
The flickering tides of ever changing light. 

Now 



\ 
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Now rolling yellow ftreams> 
Now ting'd with glary red ; 

Pleased will I trace the meteor of the vale^ 
Which fmoothly Aiding thro* its ftiining path 

Sinks in its fwampy bed^ 

And dims its fires in mid : 



Defcending *midft the fields below 1*11 ftray. 
Where on the grafs the quiet herds are ftretch'd, 
Mixing their fragrant breath 
With frelhen'd fcents of flowers. 

Or loitering on the brim of ocean, mark 
The pale beams dancing on its curled waves. 

While from the gleamy eaft 

The moon begins -her courfe ; 

Then flowly wandering to my peaceful home j 
1*11 feek my filent couch, and floating dfeams 

Shall feaft my charmed foul 

With airy fcenes of blifs— • 

EPIGRAM 
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EPIGRAM 

ON A SWALLOW BEARING A GRASHOPP£Il 

TO HER YOUNG.* 



UnLH> Attic maid, who from the fcented flower 
Drink' ft honied juice ! ab^ miaftrel ! dolt thou 
bear 

To feaft the callow younglings of thy bower 
The brifk and gaily-chirping grafshopper ? 

What? fliall the fongfter feize a vocal prey ? 

The winged feek the winged for her food ? 
The ftranger fnatch her fcUow-gueft away ? 

The child of fummer tear the fununer-brood ? 



Po'ft thou not drop him ?-r-oh, 'tis cruel, bafe. 
When poets fufiFer by the poet-race* 

♦ Tranflated from the Greek. 

A WAR-SONQ 
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A WAR-SONG*. 



Fingal, Jurrounded by a numerous army of the 
enemy in a valley from which he had no prof- 
pe£t of efcape^ unexpeBedly perceived on ike 
tops of the mountains the troops of his friends 
advancing to his relief: at this period the fong 
begins. 



H 



IGH o'er the bills the banners wave in air; 
A band of heroes flalk in armed pride ; 
With Erin's gold the Ihining ftreamers glare ; 
Revenge, revenge, the ftarting Fingal cried. 



♦ From the Gaelic. 

Lo! 



225 

Lo! their glittering flags I fpy 
The dark-hair'd fons of viftory ; 
Now the boafter's pride is low- 
Deeply ftrike tb' avenging blow. 

*Tis Dermod's colt !— he breathes difmay, 
Strong-arm*d warriors, feaft no more— 
Dermod's banners foremoft play 

When the ftreams of battle roar % 
Now the boafter's pride is low- 
Deeply ftrike th* avenging blow. 

See !— the gore-ftain*d eagle rofe. 
Fierce the hoft that Chialt leads, 

Scattering heads of flying foes, 
Bloody thro' the fight he fpeeds ; 

Now the boafter's pride is low-— 

Deeply fl:rike th' avenging blow. 



Who 
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Who is next ?— the dark-brow*d king 

Drifting heaper of the flain^ 
When the thickening weapons ring, 

Laft (hall Ofcar's hand refrain ; 
Now the boafter's pride is low — ■ 
Deeply ftrike th* avenging blow. 

Lo ! the fon of Morni's near^ 

When the hofts of fight are mix*d. 

When the green earth quakes for fear. 
Firm his nervous foot is fix'd ; 

Now the boafter*s pride is low — 

Deeply ftrike th* avenging blow. 

£nough| enough, too much for thee, "^ 

On the dark-brown hills I fee. 

They come, they come, the warlike trains 

Drag nine weighty golden chains. 

Nine hundred heroes at their head— 

I fee the gazing foe a-dread« 

Before 
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Before the hifling fpear they flee. 
As wreck along the dafliing fea ; 
Shouts of warriors rend the fkies. 
Battle fmiles — arife, arife — 
Now the boafler's pride is low- 
Deeply fir ike the avenging blow. 



Dda TO 
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TO CYNTHIA* 



H 



O W winning are thofe pearly drops 
Which pity bids to flow ! 
Soft o'er thy blooming cheeks they glide 
And wet thy bread of fnow. 

'Tis thus along the fcented vale 

The lucid ftreamlet goes^ 
And moiftens with its glittering waves 

The lily and the rofe. 

And as when dews of eve defcend 
To cool the fcorched bower, 

Some joyful flutterer hovers round 
And bathes him in the fhowen 



* This Ode is tranflated from the Antholog. Lond* 
1684.' p. 148. 

So 
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So young Defire amid thy tears 

His filken pinions plies^ 
And fhakes his torch with playful hand^ 

And brighter flames arife. 



TO 
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TO CYNTHIA. 
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HAT tho* rm told that Flora's face 
Is flufh'd with frefher tints than thine^ 
That Chloe moves with nobler grace. 
That Laura's lightnings brighter (hine ; 

What tho* Tm told Zelinda's breaft 
Is whiter than the mountain-fnows^ 

That Fulvia's lips in dimples dreil 
Are fweeter than the fummer-rofe ; 

For ever hanging on thy fmile. 

To others* charms my foul is blind. 

What perfeft form can him beguile. 
Who doats upon thy perfedl mind ? 



TO 



as I 



TO CYNTHIA. 
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H ! fly not, fly ijot, nymph belov'd. 
And fliun thefe gazing eyes ! 
Ah ! can'ft thou fee, and fee unmov*d. 
The flarting tear arife ? 

Shall not the deep-drawn iighs avail 
With which this bofom fwells ? 

Wilt thou not hear the faltering tale 
That trembling paflion tells ? 

Think not that av*rice moves my breaft 

To woo thy golden ftores. 
Think not thy rank in fplendour drefl; 

Is what this heart adores. 



I fcorn 
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I fcora thy wealth, I fcorn thy date. 
Nor prize the boafting vain. 

To fnatch thee from the man I hate, 
A gayer richer fwain ; 

Thefe, thefe are joys of feeble power- 
Be Cynthia mine, I aik no more. 



INVITATION 
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INVITATION TO 



A FRACUENT. 
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ASTE to thy friend^ and from the tnoun- 
tain-browj 

■ 

High-over-arching Cromer's pebbled fliore> 
Trace Ocean's varying hues^ and view the (hades 
That chace each other o'er his dark-green bread 
In quick fucceffion, floating with the clouds 
Which cad the moving darknefs ; then defcend^ 
And bafk thee on the fands refle^ing round 
Their grateful warmth. — Or watch the ghaftly 

gloom 
Of gathering dorms that heave athwart the iky 
Their widening nighty while hollow-whidling 

winds 
Now fwell^ now fink^ and rolls the blacken'd fea 

H h His 
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His hoarfer furge— or heed the rippling Ihowers 
Which rattle o*er the deep^ while airy forms 
Build on its waves the glittering bow of heaven ; 
And when behind yon wood-girt hills^ the fun 
Has quench'd his fires, the fea-born flames ihall 

flafli. 
Glide thro' the wave and fparkle oti the ftrand. 
If thefe delight not, catch the purple beams 
Of fun-rrife, tinging wide the mift of mom. 
And melting it to air — then brufh acrofs 
The flower fpeck'd mead, and mark its native 

blooms. 
And glowing tints frefh-painted with the dew. 
While from the grafs the full-ey'd ftately fleers 
Slow-ftretching rife, and fcan with fixed look 
Thy ft ranger-form, and breathe their balmy 

fleam. 
Or feek the briftly corn-field, jocund there. 
The low-bent mowers ply the hiflSng fcythe 
In cadence not unpleafing, with their talk 
The tale, the laugh is mix'd ; and bend thy fleps 
To yon fleet brook, amid whofe fliining waves 

The 
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The countlefs flioals wheel fwift, upturning oft 
Their poIi(h'd fides, and dart the flickering gleam 

Of lilver light — When evening gently dims 

« 

With foftell (hades the glary light of day. 
When dark clouds, gold-tipt, crofs the crimfon 

Iky. 

And rear in air an awful radiant throne 

For fhapes unfeen, and thro* the reeking vale 

The calm deep flood of yellow light is pour'd. 

Then penfive wander to the twilight ftill 

Of Felbrig's oaks, for there thy mind fhall feed 

On heavcn-born thought 



U h A ODE 
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ODE TO A FLY. 
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AY child of fummer^ who on buniifiiM 
wings 
Unceafing ply*& thy briflc and mazy flighty 
Tailing with rapture all that Nature flings 
Profufely round — ftill courting new delight^ 

Come, in thine airy dance, and freely iip 
The clear juice fparkling to my thirfty lip. 

And wheeling fportive o'er my tempting board. 
Cull the red nedlarine for thy lufcious meal, 
Or from the peach its pulp of fragrance ileal. 

And calmly rifle autumn's choiceil hoard. 

Then 
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Then buzzing hafte thee to the funny field, 
Or drink the perfume that the moorlands yield. 

Or fwiftly to fome flowery vale repair, 
There jocund float adown the dimpling ftream. 
And meet thy breth*ren in the fetting beam. 

And bathe thy ebon fides in purple air. 



While thoughtlefs failing on the fcented gale. 
Beware yon flimy threads, the woof of death. 

The fpcckled fpider will empierce thy mail. 
And quench thy fpirit with his tainted breath. 

Oh ! may no tempefl; fliade thy mirthful day. 
Nor glue thofe filmy wings with whelming rain ! 

Oh ! may no feather'd foe molefl; thy way. 
And fluttering bear thee to his infant train ! 

May no fierce inmate of the curled brook. 

While o'er his head thou fpeed'ft thy circling 
flight. 

Snatch thee unheeding to his watery nook, x 
And ruthlefs force thee from the cheerful light. 



v^ 



Long, v.^ 



J 
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Long, long may fummer lengthen out thy year^ 
And fpare a life fo bright with varied joy, 

A little life which glides unchecked by fear, 
Tho* chilling winter hovers to deftroy. 

How difiPerent man— *he forms the lowering cloud 
Of gloomy care his happier hours to fhroud. 

Fixing on doubtful ill his reftlefs eye. 
How wifer far^ like thee, with gladfome heart 
To catch the tranfports Nature's gifts impart 

And to her bounty trult futurity^ 



^ ODE. 
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LUSH'D with blooming beauty's pride^ 
Fly not, fly not, lovely maid» 
The waving filver of my head^ 
No more my gentle vows deride. 

Mark how pleafing to the fight 

The checker* d chaplet on my brow I 
Mark how the blufhing rofes glow, 

Twin*d with the lily's gliftening white ! 



* From Anacreon. 



SONNET. 
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N vain doth Grandeur trick'd in gorgeous pall^ 
Stalk {lately hy, and point to glittering joys^ 
In vain doth Mammon fpread his gilded toys^ 
To lure a care*lefs wight to bitter thrall. 
In vain doth loudly-^laughing Pleafure call 
To loofe delights and days of mirthful noife. 
Hence, hated fiends — Me gentle Peace accoys^ 
Her cup is heavenly fweet undafh'd with gall, 
Ybleft in her with flow and fecret tread 
I wander loitering in the arched grove. 
Fancy's gay dreams aye dancing.round my head. 
There jolly elves at midnight nimbly tmove 
Their dainty feet, and flliades of mighty dead 
Glide pale athwart my path. Such fcenes the 
Mufes love« 



SONNET. 
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SONNET. 
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Ah, 



wretched wight ! whom Fame (hall tempt 
to leave 
The foft and filent valley pf Repofe, 

And with her deeply-ftirring voice deceive 

« 

To deeds of thanklefs toil and weary woes ; 
Ahj wretched wight ! who flays ne to perceive 

The thorns that threatening gird the peerlefs 
rofe. 
But hopes unharm'd he may a wreath receive 

.Of deathlefs flowerets to bedeck his brows- 
Look up !— afore the beamy towers of Fame 

What fell and ghaftly fiends for ever wait. 
Envy, whofe baleful vipers none can tame. 

And Difappointment of flow fuUen gait. 
And with her tyts abafli'd heart-damping Shame ; 

Fly, fly to fair Repofe, nor fcorn fo fwcet a 
mate. 

li 



w 
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Corrigenda ^ Addenda. 



X RE 



*vO>»0^0^ O-vO^Ov 



FACE— For ^ktchtcs rcid Sketchcs0 



P. 19.^— NoTB— Infcrt after the words « Mythological 
per/on"^ 

It is fomewhat remarkable that neither Tacitus nor Pliny 
fhould have mentioned the name of Odin ; and we might 
rather be induced to fuppofe, from this omiflion, that he 
muft have flourifhed after their time ; this hypothecs in- 
deed will be abundantly cltabiTfhcd —if ^e day r » ly n^n 
the Saxon Chronicle, as in the Genealogy of Kings (in 
that work) 0<lin is placed about -70 years before Alaric ; 
Fconfcfs however that it appears to me highly improbable 
that Odin, the introducer of the Gothic Mythology, 
Ihould not have lived before the fourth century, and I 
fhould rather be inclined to believe that the Odin men- 
tioned in the Saxon Chronicle was feme Gothic King 
who had afTumed that formidable name. 

P. 59,— Note— For Rtyjitr read Keyjler, 

P. no.— NoTB— Infert after the words ^^reptopUd the 
^lobc'*-^ 

Refpefting the Routt of the Celts into Europe I have 
little to offer but conjeftures ; pofTibly however the fol- 
lowing remarks may not be deemed totally unworthy of 
attention. We are unable to trace any of the Celtic 
tribes farther Eaflward than to the (hores of the Euxine ; 
there dwelt the Cimraerii, or Cymbri, (doubtlefs a Celtic 

I i 2 people) 
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people) who extended to the Cimmerian Bofphorus ; a 
part of thcfe hordes appear to have croft the North of 
Europe, to have reached the Eafttrn Jhore of the BalHc^ 
where they are mentioned as redding by Pliny, and 
thence to have fpread themfelves, ftill retaining the name 
of Cymbri, thro' a great part of Germany and Britain* 
Another wave of people however ariling from the fame 
fource, will appear I think from a confideration of the 
following fa£b to have paft into Europe in a more 
Southtm direQion. Strabo informs us that feveral Celtic 
tribes were to be found in Pkrygia ; and the Galatians^ 
to whom St. Paul addrelTes an Epiftle, were a clan of 

the fame nation ; thefe latter indeed, as well as the Te£)x>- 
iage9| (unc Kit the ti4be8 ^Ituded- to ^ove) are Juppo/ed^ 
to have paft from Europe into the territory which they 
occupied in Ada ; but as Strabo confefTes that he is un- 
able to difcover the origifi of the other Celtic inhabitants 
of Phrygia, it is highly probable that all the clans of this 
people who inhabited Afia Minor were the pofterity of a 
party of Celts who had fettled in that country when 
migrating from a more Eaftern fituation. Another tribe 
of the fame people refident in Thrace and lUyria Were at- 
tacked and defeated by fiserebiftes. In the time of Alex* 
ander the Great a horde of Celts ftill inhabited thecoaft of 
the Adriatic; the colony thus fituated might probably 
have been founded by a few adventurers who had with- 
drawn themfelves, on their route, from fome large mafs 
of their countrymen, while the main body itfelf, or 
rather perhaps fuccelTive bands of migrating Celts, appear 
to have prcft forward from the ftiores above mentioned 
to the Weft, and to have gradually poffcft themfelves of 
a confiderable portion of Italy and Gauli thefe men or 

their 
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their defcendants at length eflabllfhed themfelves at the 
foot of the Fyrenees, and finally over-ran (under the 
name of Celtiberians) an extenfive di{):ri£l in Spain* 

Proofs of the fa£l:s aboveflated will be found in Plinii 
Hift. Nat. Lib. VI. 13. Macknight on the Epiftlcs Vol. 
IL p. 105, &c. Strabo Lib. IIL IV. et VII. Arrian 
de Expedit. Alexand. Lib. I. Herodot^ Lib. II. et IV« 
Aridot. de gen« animal. Lib. II. 8. Caefar de Bell* Gallic* 
Lib. I. et Livii Hift. Lib. i»i. 

P. 1 n .—No T E— For Httzzuz read Hizzuz^ ' 

P. 11*7.— .Note— After AV>f>gt<r^Tr4«iWt a. rftntw/t,.-apd 
dihcr Sclden^ &c. infert Eufebii Praeparat. Evangelic. Lib.I^ 

p. 133.— Note — After Herodidn^ Lib. 8. inferti^On le 
voit (Bel) comme nom du Soleil fur les Medailles Phe- 
niciennes de Cadiz et de plufieurs autres viiles d'Efpagne* 

Monde primitif de Court de Gebelin^ Vol. 4* 

P. 134.— Note — For Tauton throughout read Taauton ; 
and after Sanchoniathon infert — See Eufebii Praeparat* 
Evangelic.Lib. I. • 

P. 136.— Note — Infert as an additional note to the 
words " unhewn aUar*'^^ 

I am fully perfuaded that many more traces of thefe 
gigantic Cromlechs and Druidical Circles than we are 
yet acquainted with, might cafily be difcovcredby an a6livc 

curioiity. 
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curioiity, in all thofe parts of Europe into which the 
Celtic Rriigion had extended itfelf. The ftones men- 
tioned hy Strabo as (ituated on the *npw ctxf omtp/op of 
Spain (now Cape St. Vincent) were evidently the re- 
mains of fome kind of Druidical circle, he fays of them, 

wwo rm A^tunmvmf ^Tfip^ffBAi kata rt TATfiw—^uit^ 

/• OVX €ifAi fOtJUUOft (f/t VVKtCif I'TTlCAihiV TS TI^TVy 0SOl^f 

fmrnMrtm KAr%')(}if avtw %tf rm tots Xf^^ ^^^^ ^^^'^ 

The Druidical circles were of various kinds and def- 
lined to different ufes ; be&des the ruder ftones of memo- 
rial ere£led by the Druids, fome of their more regular 
circles appear to ^a*'* *»«"» conttrutted tor^aiironomical 
purpofes, . others were ufed as Courts of J u (lice, and a 
third kind was dedicated to the celebration of their reli- 
gious rites. 

See King's Muniment. Antiq. Vol. I • p. 137 to 155* 

P. 137.— Not B— For terra read terra » 

P* i84<«-L. 8-«-For netv read knew. 

P. 188.— L. 7— For corn read /corn. 
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